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Part 1

Magnetic Attraction


1

Tuesday 22nd March 7:45pm

The woman had long, waist-length hair, black as night but with vivid purple streaks. It was loose and swirled dramatically around her form as she moved. Her face, made-up to be ghostly pale, only emphasized even more the dark shading of her eyes and her slick, glossed black lips. She regularly drew those lips back to reveal two vampire fangs in the corners of her mouth.

She moved across the stage with feline poise despite wearing towering, needle thin heels, wrapped in a long black cloak of shimmering polished latex. Then she spun around, pirouetting, and both her hair and the cape floated outwards away from her body, reflecting the flashing stage lights, revealing her scantily clad body for the first time. The crowd roared with approval.

She wore boots that covered her legs right up to the crotch, a tiny G-string between her legs, a short waspy corset and something resembling a bra – two triangles of latex barely holding her enormous breasts contained. Everything was black except the corset, that matched the purple streaks in her hair.

Rushing to the front of the stage that projected out into the audience, she held the ends of the cape in her widespread arms, creating two batwings. She bared her fangs once more, before turning, grasping the pole and lifting herself off the stage, legs wrapping around the polished metal as she spun again.

Pretty quickly the cloak was discarded, the bare cheeks of her bottom being thrust out towards the audience. With amazing dexterity, the woman climbed the pole right to the top and then hung upside-down, holding herself in place with just her thighs. As she slowly slid down the pole she ripped her bra off then performed an astonishing manoeuvre, rolling over and landing on her feet back on the stage.

She strutted and danced around the stage, leaning over to dangle her breasts above the men seated on the stools against the edge of the podium, teasing them, then turning and twerking her highly toned buttocks, before returning to the pole.

Calli Webster took a sip of the glass of water she had been given. It was ice cold and felt good as it slipped down her throat. She found herself with conflicting thoughts as she watched the stripper performing on the stage.

She found the idea of removing her clothes in front of a baying mob of half-cut men truly appalling. It was disturbing how the woman – stage name Raven – had turned herself into a sex object to pander to the most base desires of the audience. What surprised her was the genuine skill Raven had, not just the fluid dance moves, but the gymnastic ability she displayed on the pole, the physical strength required for some of the moves. It was a level of sophistication she hadn’t been expecting. Much more than just a girl pulling her clothes off. But still…it was all reprehensible.

She still couldn’t believe that she was here. It was reckless. She glanced around her once more. She was seated on the sofa in a VIP box of a strip club called Le Moulin Noir. It was a narrow room with the sofa and an armchair placed in front of a glass wall that looked down straight onto the stage directly beneath. There was a tiny little bar in the back corner. The lighting inside the box was muted. She assumed that the window was one-way and those on the floor of the club below couldn’t see her sitting nervously above them.

Calli took another sip of her drink and looked back down at the performance. Raven was still high up the pole, achieving pose after pose that presented her body provocatively to the crowd. As she watched, the woman ripped her G-string off, exposing her hairless mound. The audience cheered and shouted. Calli found it hard to believe that an establishment like this was allowed to operate in the 21st century.

But worse was going on. When she looked across the floor of the club, at the tables being served by the waitresses, she was horrified. The women were being grabbed and touched-up – more than that, the waitresses were offering their topless bodies to be groped as they took orders and delivered drinks. Calli shuddered as she watched a strawberry blonde with a florescent green hairband having a breast squeezed by a fat, balding middle-aged man who was leering at her.

Calli wanted to leave, run as fast as she could away from the place, but she had come this far and she had to see it through. Nevertheless she was feeling vulnerable and a little frightened, as well offended.

Her eyes moved back to the stage where Raven was prancing around now, ensuring the men seated away from the centre got their money’s worth. Calli had to respect the stripper’s confidence and pride, and under all the melodramatic face paint was a gorgeous woman, but still…

The cape was gone, the woman now wearing only the corset and the crotch-high boots, striding back and forth, spinning around, one second showing her buttocks, the next her breasts, briefly touching herself between the legs. She grabbed the pole again for one final swing, using the momentum to throw herself forward onto her knees, sliding to the very front of the stage, arms wide, breasts thrust forward, vampire fangs bared.

The music stopped, the stage lights went out. The audience roared in approval, standing up to applaud.

As the noise died down, Calli heard the door of the VIP box open and turned around to see who it was.

Wednesday 19th January 11:05am

Calli scrolled down the webpage, passing one fake titted, big haired bimbo after another, incredulous that women would demean themselves in this way. She thought she would rather be homeless and living rough on the streets than do a job like this to make ends meet.

It was a website for a strip joint called Le Moulin Noir. It was laughable how the site tried to present an image of sophistication and class for something so tawdry and exploitative. The burgundy background of a crushed velvet effect, the ivory, cursive font, the smart formal links all giving the impression of some exclusive members’ club for the privileged few, rather than a dive where you could buy an annual membership for £20 on the door as you entered.

This webpage showed the waitresses that worked there ‘eagerly waiting to attend the needs of members’. All the women were topless in posed photos against the same backdrop, wearing the outrageous ‘uniform’ that consisted of a shirt collar and tie, with matching shirt cuffs, but no actual shirt. The ties were a soft, shiny plastic, each a different colour that matched the waitresses’ names and hanging down between their surgically enhanced breasts.

Most of the shots were taken from the waist up, but a couple revealed enough to show that at least they weren’t bottomless as well. Miniscule tight black skirts mostly covered by tiny frilly aprons – it looked like both were made from latex. Calli couldn’t see how the women could be more objectified.

They all wore hairbands that matched the colour of their ties and their names. Emerald, Amethyst (‘call me Amy!’) Scarlet, Turquoise, Goldy. Calli scrolled down the page, eventually finding the waitress she was looking for – Azure. She was last, right at the bottom of the page.

Her pose was so tacky. Her hands were behind her head and she was thrusting her tits out towards the camera, pillow lips pushed out in a pout. Each of her nipples had a thick barbell pierced through it in a shiny metal that caught the lights, causing them to sparkle. She had large studs of the same metal under her lower lip and in one of her nostrils.

The most distinctive thing about her, however, was her hair. All the other waitresses had long hair, but Azure’s was short. Very short. Buzzed at the sides, though there was a couple of inches growth on the top. The hair at the front was coloured bright blue, the rest a brash peroxide blonde. She had the bone structure to pull it off and it suited her, but she was so heavily made-up it was difficult to imagine what she actually looked like stripped of all the paint.

And that was important. It was the reason Calli was on this awful website that was making her feel grubby just for visiting it. It was the best lead she had found in her search for her friend.

Charlotte Cain had disappeared four months ago. Everyone had called it a ‘sudden disappearance’, but Calli knew her as well as anyone and to her it wasn’t sudden at all. She had watched her friend’s descent into melancholia over a couple of years. Charlotte wouldn’t speak about it much, but she had become deeply unhappy. A black hole had been looming large for quite a while.

Calli had replayed that final phone call from Charlotte over in her head a hundred times, trying to decipher any more information, any clue that would help her find her friend. But she had revealed nothing during the call. Short, strange and abrupt, rude (so out of character!) She needed space, she was OK, Calli mustn’t contact her. Not only had she not answered any of Calli’s questions, Charlotte had hung up on her!

Then silence. Zilch. After more than two years as close friends, she was gone.

Calli had called Charlotte back multiple times, but her friend had never answered. Messages were left to no avail, until finally the number had come back as no longer in service. Charlotte’s relationship with her parents had broken down completely, they had been no help and the university wouldn’t tell her anything because of privacy laws, except that Charlotte’s absence was official and she wasn’t AWOL.

But Calli couldn’t let it lie. She had a lot of guilt. Not just that she should have done more to help Charlotte as she spiralled down, but there was a huge elephant in the room that they had never spoken about. That night twenty months ago.

They had been watching a terrible film about a family and their dog, drinking heavier than they usually did – beer at the start, then wine. Calli didn’t think she was drunk, but certainly her inhibitions had been lowered enough that she had succumbed to an urge that had been dormant in her for a long time. She had always secretly fancied Charlotte, but had been too afraid to mention it to her. She didn’t want to lose her best friend at the university.

She knew Charlotte came from a deeply religious family where homosexuality was taboo, so she guessed her friend would be especially sensitive if Calli had made her feelings known. She had kept her yearnings hidden… Until that night.

They were laughing hysterically at the movie and Charlotte’s face was flushed from the booze. She had looked so pretty to Calli. Unable to resist the impulse that she had always successfully quashed, Calli had reached across and kissed Charlotte. After a shocked few moments, Charlotte had responded. They had kissed for at least a minute.

It was the first time Calli had kissed a woman and she was damn sure it was the first time Charlotte had too. The soft, gentle mouth felt wonderful – though in truth the overwhelming taste of alcohol did detract from the experience somewhat.

The kiss had ended when they both descended into giggles and then they had watched out the rest of the film holding hands. Calli hadn’t realized the seriousness of what had just happened at the time, she was certainly tipsy, if not full-blown drunk. Charlotte was probably the more inebriated of the two.

When Calli awoke with a headache the next morning she was horrified at what she had done – not from the act itself, but from what Charlotte’s reaction would be when she sobered up.

But that had been the end of it! Neither Calli nor Charlotte had ever spoken about the incident in the sixteen months before Charlotte had gone. Had Charlotte been so drunk she didn’t even remember it had happened? Calli didn’t believe that.

She had never had the courage to mention the incident to Charlotte, never had the backbone to tell her how she really felt about her, and all for fear of losing her completely. But that is exactly what had happened anyway – she had lost Charlotte completely. Calli was raging angry with herself, hated herself for it, despised herself for her cowardice and was overwhelmed with guilt.

How many times had she run through in her head what she would say to Charlotte if she ever saw her again? Tell her everything she had felt and hidden for so long. Even if none of it was reciprocated, at least she would have communicated her feelings and could try to move on.

Calli had spent a lot of time since Charlotte’s disappearance trying to find her. But she was a student, her resources were very limited and she certainly couldn’t afford to hire a private detective. The most information she had got was from Charlotte’s former housemates.

The last few days before her friend’s departure she had been acting really strangely. Some procedure on her mouth had left her with a difficulty in speaking and she had not been bothering to dress properly around the house. She had told them she had met someone and was making some changes. By the end of the week she had moved out, even though she had paid up the rent for six weeks.

Met someone and after only a few days completely abandoned her life and university course and run off with them? It made no sense. Charlotte wasn’t flaky, she was one of the most grounded and rational people Calli had ever met. She was reliable and dependable.

So could she have gone to some hippy retreat in Asia to get away from everything for a while? Where would she have got the money from – she was estranged from her family? Calli had tried to research such places on the internet, and similar places closer to home. Could she have been caught up in some cult? But surely Calli would have seen some signs of that - you didn’t get groomed into a cult in a couple of days? Lots of questions and no answers!

Then, over Christmas, when Calli was back home with her parents, one of her regular Google searches for Charlotte Cain had turned up something really bizarre.

A webpage of magistrate court reports had a listing for a Charlotte Cain – known as Azure, a convicted prostitute who had received a banning order for certain localities in the city. It was an extremely obscure page of the local newspaper’s website. How many Charlotte Cains could there be in a city of that size? Neither name was rare, so it was possible there were several.

Calli checked the postcodes the woman had been banned from visiting. They were all in the old riverside docks area, which was still mostly derelict. Further research revealed this was the city’s red light area. That all seemed straight-forward – a hooker had been prevented from plying her trade. It couldn’t possibly be her Charlotte.

She had parked that lead for a while, but now back at university in January and with limited other avenues to explore, she had picked it up again. She trawled through the December pages of local news websites and eventually found a short piece about the arrest of this Charlotte Cain.

The only reason it had been noteworthy was because of its salacious nature. This Azure (real name in brackets) had been wearing a totally transparent plastic outfit, effectively naked, and so had been found guilty of exposure as well as prostitution. The only other information in the brief piece was that she had no fixed abode and was a topless waitress at a strip club.

It turned out that while there were several pubs and clubs that had stripper nights (both male and female) there were only two strip joints in the whole city. One was a trash-hole with a crude and basic website that didn’t mention waitresses at all, the other was Le Moulin Noir. No matter how offensive and gobsmackingly tawdry the website was, it was at least very informative. All the performers had their own webpage.

The queen bee seemed to be a leggy, unfeasibly large breasted woman with bright red dyed hair named Crimzon. She had a fetish for red leather and was – apparently – an internationally renowned exotic performance artiste.

So, the waitresses all had their own picture on a webpage and there at the very bottom was Azure. Two different websites had both confirmed that Azure’s real name was Charlotte Cain. A topless waitress who moonlighted as a whore in her spare time.

Calli studied the picture for a long time. The woman looked nothing like her Charlotte – she had expected that anyway (she was a topless waitress who moonlighted as a whore, after all!) She had big tits (obviously fake) and pouty bee-stung lips (probably fake as well.) Striking blue eyes. She was ripped, too, a real six-pack sitting under her breasts, her shoulders and upper arms beautifully toned. The way she carried herself was completely different from her Charlotte also. Bold and brash, not shy and self-conscious. Extravert in every way, not understated. There was nothing of her Charlotte there at all.

And yet…Azure had so much make-up on it was really hard to envision what she looked like scrubbed clean. Calli really would like to see her in a normal situation, try to meet her, just to be able to close the lead down completely.

What the fuck was she thinking! This was insane!

But she had no other leads, nothing else at all, zilch!

Calli closed her browser and switched off her laptop. She stared out of her window, passed the raindrops splattering the glass, into the grey January sky.

Tuesday 22nd March 6:45pm

For two months Calli had got nowhere. Once again she came back to the topless waitress. It was still the only lead she had and finally she had decided to act upon it. At least she could resolve this once and for all. The main reason she hadn’t already was the prospect of encountering the seedy world of strippers and prostitutes. It was unsettling and intimidating, hence her reticence – plus it was ludicrous. As if Charlotte would have packed in her university degree to become a topless waitress and a hooker.

So, from mid-afternoon, Calli had been sat in the Bull’s Head pub, her eyes glued on the street outside through the window. The window itself was grimy and there were numerous stickers and bills stuck on the glass to further impede her view.

The pub was thirty yards away and across the street from Le Moulin Noir. But the street was a dead-end, so theoretically the women that worked there had to pass the pub in order to reach the strip joint. She was there an hour before the club opened and had seen plenty of the girls pass by, but frustratingly, not the one she was looking for. Of course it would not be that easy!

Then it had got dark and very boring. For a long while no one of interest had gone by. Calli had wanted to avoid approaching the club if she could, but that was looking less likely by the minute. But then another woman had walked by just a short while ago and Calli perked up – maybe all wasn’t lost yet.

This wasn’t the best part of town and the pub was a bit of a dive. The few other drinkers who had been inside when she arrived had turned out to be waiting for the club to open. But it was starting to fill up now, largely with middle-aged men and above. The only other woman was the barmaid. Calli didn’t feel comfortable at all. She drained her glass and glanced at her watch. She would give it until seven.

Just seconds later she saw another woman stride by on the other side of the road and got a clear look at her as she passed under a street-light. Calli recognized her immediately from the website because she was the only black woman among the waitresses and she had bright blonde hair. She was very distinctive. Her name was Turquoise. Below her short coat she was wearing skin-tight leather pants and high-heeled boots, strutting confidently along the pavement.

Calli grabbed her coat and rushed out of the pub, jogging after the waitress.  She managed to catch up to the woman just before she reached the club’s entrance.

“Excuse me, I wonder if you can help me!”

Turquoise ignored her. It wasn’t until Calli touched her arm that she stopped and turned towards the student.

Her eyes were fierce and she didn’t look pleased. Calli stepped back, mildly fearful.

“I’m really sorry to trouble you. I’m looking for an old friend who works here. Azure. Do you know her?”

Mention of the name sparked an interest.

“Sure, I know Azure!”

“I was waiting for her to arrive. Is it her night off?”

“Na! She lives over the club now.” The woman pointed up at a window above the entrance. “She’s already here!”

“Could you tell her that Calli Webster is waiting for her outside? I’d be really grateful!”

Turquoise smiled enigmatically, like Calli had just cracked a joke. Her face was thick with make-up, her lips shiny with gloss. She towered over Calli, but she was a stunningly beautiful woman.

“I’ll pass the message on. Doesn’t mean she’ll be coming out, though!”

“Thanks!”

But the waitress had already gone. Calli could see the bouncer on the door eyeing her up. Turquoise spoke a few words to him without stopping as she disappeared inside. Calli pulled her coat on and zipped it up – it was a chilly evening. She began to pace back and forth. She realized that if Azure didn’t come out, then Calli still wouldn’t be any wiser and she had wasted her time.

After twenty minutes she was getting jittery and feeling incredibly foolish.

“Hey!”

Calli turned around. The bouncer had called to her. He gestured for her to approach.

“You can go down!”

She stared through the doorway. The foyer was plastered with huge images of the star performer Crimzon half-dressed in red leather. It was brightly lit and the red carpet was clean. She hesitated.

“Do you wanna or not?” The bouncer shrugged.

“Thanks!”

Calli walked past him into the building against her better judgement, well out of her comfort zone.

There was only one way to go. To the left was a curving stairway downwards. It got increasingly darker the further down she went. On the walls were more posters of the other strippers. She held on to the rail, her legs feeling like jelly. Just around the bend there was a kiosk sunk into the wall. Behind the glass was a woman with long peroxide hair, wearing a shiny top that showed a lot of cleavage. She smiled at Calli. The thump of music got louder.

At the bottom there was a pair of doors. Calli swallowed hard, grimacing. She pushed them open and stepped through.


2

Tuesday 22nd March 7:58pm

Calli had been hoping to see Azure/Charlotte coming through the door of the VIP suite. She wanted out of here as soon as possible. Instead it was Crimzon, the prima donna whose images decorated the foyer. Why would she be bothered with Calli?

In person she was a breath-taking presence, so tall and statuesque. Her legs went on for ever. Her bright, fire-engine red hair was loose, cascading down around her upper body. She was wearing a red leather robe tied lightly at her waist with a matching belt, revealing a large amount of her massive cleavage.

Calli stood as the woman strutted across the suite in tight-fitting thigh-high stiletto boots – also red. Each step pushed the robe aside, revealing her bare thighs above the boot-tops. The heels were towering but she moved effortlessly in them, her demeanour oozing confidence. She was the most striking woman Calli had ever met, exuding charisma. The student felt drab and ordinary, even more uncomfortable and nervous.

Crimzon offered her hand tipped with long, bright red nails.

“Calli is it? I’m Crimzon, good to meet you!”

The grip of her handshake was bone-crunchingly hard. Calli was five feet seven and wearing trainers, in her heels Crimzon must have been six feet five at least.

“I’m sorry to be a bother, I didn’t want to create a fuss, just have a word with Charlotte…Azure!”

“Sit, please.”

Crimzon sat down in the armchair next to the sofa. The chair swivelled and she turned it to face Calli, crossing her legs, revealing the full length of her boots. She sat back, elbows on the arms, fingers locked together in front of her.

“Well done for finding her. That must have taken a lot of work and dedication.”

Calli was nonplussed. None of this was going as expected. Was that an admission that she had found her Charlotte?

“How did you do it?”

The woman looked at Calli expectantly. She didn’t seem troubled at all, very calm and relaxed. Her face was dramatically made-up, thick false lashes rimmed piercing blue eyes.

“I…er…the court proceedings were reported.” Calli stumbled over her words, trying to avoid mentioning the nature of the charges. “It linked Azure to Charlotte…and there aren’t many places in the city with topless waitresses. Your website is very informative…”

“Ever thought of a career as a detective, Calli, that’s some good work? Very sharp. That little escapade got slightly out-of-hand, it wasn’t meant to make the local paper.”

Calli wasn’t one to beat around the bush.

“So you have Charlotte here?”

“Charlotte Cain doesn’t exist anymore, Calli. She hasn’t just changed her name, she has quite literally become someone else.”

“Can I see her? She was my best friend…I’ve been so worried for her!”

“You don’t need to be concerned. Azure is safe and well and happy. Charlotte asked you not to contact her and not to fret. That old life is gone. The friend you knew is gone and you will not reclaim her by speaking with Azure.”

Crimzon’s gaze was forceful, giving Calli goose bumps. This woman was intimidating.

“I care for her deeply… It’s not reasonable to expect me to accept that. You wouldn’t in my position!”

Expression softening, Crimzon’s face broke into a broad smile displaying perfect white teeth.

“You are impressive, Calli. You’ve got some guts one way and another. We would all want a friend who looked out for us as you have for Charlotte.”

“I never had a chance to say goodbye to her, to tell her some things that needed to be said. If she tells me to fuck off, I’ll be gone and never bother her again. But she owes me that much. You owe me that much!”

Calli felt her hand trembling, it was scary standing up to this woman, especially in the centre of her own lair.

“And you can have some time with her, she has volunteered to speak with you. But only if you promise to remain calm and reasonable, and above all open-minded. You will have to respect the nature of our relationship even if you do not understand it. Azure is mine. She has committed herself to me completely.”

“Of course.”

Calli’s mind was in a frenzy. What the hell? It was like some fevered nightmare playing out for real.

“Give me your word.”

“I give my word.”

Crimzon pulled a phone from the pocket of her robe. She typed a quick message and then slipped the device back inside the leather. Then she focused that gaze back on Calli.

“I’m trusting you. Please don’t cause Azure any unnecessary distress.”

“I wouldn’t want that, either.” Calli said quietly.

She took a long drink of her water. There was an uneasy silence as they waited. The box was well soundproofed but the music from the stage below provided a surreal background to the unfolding events, adding to the unreality of the situation. There was a black woman currently performing, dressed in an abbreviated nurse’s uniform.

Then there was a knock at the door.

“Come in, Azure.” Crimzon called.

Calli looked behind her again. This time she recognized the woman from the website. She was wearing the same unform as in that picture. A bright blue hairband that appeared superfluous as her hair was too short to need holding back, a matching blue tie and ankle boots with needle-thin stiletto heels. A tiny black latex skirt hugged her hips and buttocks, finishing high on her thighs – well short of the top of her fishnet stockings and revealing the straps of her suspender belt. A ridiculously small, ruffled apron in white rubber was tied over her skirt.

Azure strutted across the VIP suite as if she were on a catwalk, swinging her hips, placing one foot stylishly in front of the other, bouncing her breasts provocatively with every step. She ignored Calli, walking right past her to stand in front of Crimzon. There was no sign of shame or awkwardness to be dressed in such a humiliating costume and flaunting her breasts. In fact it was the complete opposite. Her head was high and she stood proudly, her wrists crossed behind her back, exuding confidence.

The waitress’s pierced nipples – the shiny metal in them catching the lights from the stage below and flashing – were so erect they looked ready to burst, and it wasn’t at all cold in the room.

Calli could not see one thing about her that identified her as Charlotte Cain. This had to be some crazy mistake, wires had got crossed.

As she watched, Crimzon snapped her fingers and pointed at the floor. Azure immediately dropped down to her knees with a fluid grace. Crimzon lifted her booted foot that was dangling over her knee and pointed the toe at Azure. The waitress bent over and began to kiss the foot, still keeping her hands crossed behind her back. The latex was stretched so tight across her buttocks each cheek was defined through the rubber. Calli was shocked at the scene, but also felt a stirring of lust, much to her disquiet.  There was something so elemental about Azure’s sexuality.

There was a brightly coloured tattoo in the small of Azure’s back – two roses, a large red one and a smaller blue one underneath. It was a beautiful and photo-realistic piece of work, the meaning clear and poignant as she worshipped the red boot. Calli hated to admit it, but the spectacle was deeply erotic.

Crimzon lifted her foot, presenting the sole of her boot to Azure, who immediately began to lick the worn and scuffed leather.

Calli could see the lust and passion in Crimzon’s eyes as she watched the woman worshipping her feet, then she looked back to Calli.

“Azure offered herself to me and I have accepted her. She belongs to me. She lives to serve me. I have shaped her to my desires; to look the way I want her to look, to behave as I want her to behave.”

As if to prove her point, Crimzon lifted her foot slightly higher, bringing her heel level with Azure’s mouth. Azure immediately took the stiletto into her mouth, sliding her lips up the length as far as she could. Her mouth moved up and down the heel, performing fellatio on it.

“She has relinquished all control of her life, except her decision to be obedient.”

Seen from behind, Azure’s haircut was really severe, just stubble around the back and sides, the tendons where her neck met her skull starkly visible. Calli found that sexy. She experienced an urge to kiss that spot.

There was a long bar pierced vertically through her ear, a ball sat behind the very top of the helix and another behind her lobe at the bottom. The metal held the ear just very slightly bent out of shape. It looked barbaric, but again Calli found it erotic. She was becoming increasingly disturbed by how her body was reacting to what she was seeing. She was also conscious that Crimzon was studying her reaction intently.

“Azure is the strongest, most courageous woman I have ever met. Life wasn’t working out for her so she took it in another direction to find the fulfilment she needed. It’s so easy to talk the talk, very few can actually walk the walk. She is so brave!”

As Crimzon’s eyes moved back to the woman kneeling at her feet, Calli could see the admiration and warmth in the redhead’s face. The intensity of the connection between the two was palpable.

“That’s enough, Az.” Crimzon spoke quietly but with authority.

Azure let the stiletto slip from her mouth. She sat back on her heels, back curved to thrust her chest forward, head high but eyes lowered.

Crimzon stood up, a hand caressing the top of Azure’s head.

“Good girl.”

Her attention returned to Calli.

“I am going to let you have some time alone with her. You can use her if you want – I can see you are sexually attracted to her – or just talk, whatever you want. You will be in charge. She will be obedient to your wishes unless it counteracts one of mine. She responds best to a firm hand. I’ll want another chat with you afterwards, before you leave.”

Calli sat wide-eyed, trying to absorb what Crimzon had just said. She must have looked gormless. She didn’t know what to say, but Crimzon didn’t wait for a response. She strode across the suite to the door, glancing back just once as she left.

Azure rose from her knees, standing to face Calli. She was posing, her feet placed specifically at an angle, chest still thrust unnaturally forward, bum protruding back, hands still behind her, waiting for instructions.

“I think this has been a misunderstanding. You are not who I was looking for.”

Calli still couldn’t see one thing about this woman that she recognized as Charlotte. She had a fantastic six-pack under her large breasts. All her muscles were toned and sharply defined. No physical part of her and no mannerism was reminiscent of Charlotte.

Calli stood up.

“I’m sorry to have wasted your time.”

As she turned to leave, Azure spoke.

“Please stay, Miss Webster. You were not wrong. We used to be best friends. You come from Norfolk. You are studying accountancy at the university here. In February of last year you dropped a can of beans on your right foot and broke your fourth toe.”

Calli just stood and stared at the waitress in shock, dumbfounded. Eventually she sunk back down onto the sofa.

“I don’t know what to say… I’ve spent so long searching for you and now I don’t know what to say!” Tears formed in Calli’s eyes. “What have they done to you?”

“Nothing that I regret, Miss Webster. Charlotte has gone forever. As you have discovered, there is nothing of her left. Charlotte was a troubled, unhappy girl. Azure is a vital, happy woman who would change nothing.”

“But you’re a convicted prostitute!” Calli started to sob. “And call me Calli!”

“That was a test, Miss Calli, to prove myself to Miss Crimzon.”

“To prove what? How depraved you can be?”

“To prove that I would do anything to belong to Miss Crimzon. To prove that I wasn’t better than Miss Crimzon.”

Calli looked at Azure, uncomprehending.

“I don’t expect you to understand, Miss Calli. That was why it was best for us to break contact. It would have been best if you had not found me.”

“Best for you! Best for them!” Calli threw a hand towards the glass wall and stage below. “What about me? You were my best friend. I loved you! And you just disappeared! I was worried sick. I felt so guilty that I hadn’t been a better friend!”

Calli was racked with sobs. Her eyes closed. She wasn’t aware that Azure had moved until the waitress placed a box of tissues in Calli’s lap and pulled the top one out. Gently, she dabbed Calli’s cheeks, mopping up her tears. Calli saw that Azure was crying as well.

“I’m sorry, Miss Calli. I didn’t mean to hurt you. I was in a desperate place. I had to do it for myself. Once I met Miss Crimzon I had the opportunity I craved. I was able to re-invent myself… And now you’ve found me… It’s just even more distressing for both of us.”

Azure’s perfume was intoxicating and Calli was very conscious of how close the beautiful woman was to her. How could the introverted and dowdy Charlotte become this woman?

For a long while nothing was said. Calli cried herself out.

“Are you honestly, truly, really happy now?” Calli asked eventually.

“I am, Miss Calli. I don’t expect you to understand… But I hope you can be pleased for me.”

Calli took hold of Azure’s hand in her own and squeezed it. She looked into Azure’s bright blue eyes that burned with intensity. There was nothing of Charlotte in them.

“What happened to your eyes?”

“It’s contacts, so they match my hair and uniform, Miss Calli.”

They both laughed and it broke the tension somewhat.

“I can’t lie. I’m having difficulty accepting this new you. How being a sex object for men is a better life than you had before!”

“That is such a small part of it. Belonging to Miss Crimzon is what matters, and pleasing Miss Crimzon. If it pleases Miss Crimzon, I gladly do it.”

“And you were hiding submissive fantasies! When did that start?”

“I guess they had always been there, in the shadows of my mind. But when I first saw Miss Crimzon, they became the centre of my thoughts… though I never thought they would be reciprocated.”

“And now you’re gay?”

“Now I am sure I prefer women, Miss Calli. I was unsure before… Confused.”

“Do you remember that night that I kissed you?”

“I will never forget it, Miss Calli.”

“But you never mentioned it again!”

“Neither did you, Miss Calli.” There was an edge of reproach in Azure’s voice.

“And it is the biggest regret of my life! I had a crush on you for ages…on Charlotte…but I had no idea if you liked me that way… That you like women at all! I was scared of losing you completely if I spoke of it…but then I lost you anyway…” Calli’s voice broke and tears started again. “I loved Charlotte..” Calli had to sniff and wipe at her runny nose. “I was gutless and pathetic, too timid… I wanted to find you and tell you…but I’m too late!”

“Yes you are, Miss Calli… I’m sorry.”

Azure leaned forward and kissed Calli. Her lips were so soft and full, they felt wonderful. Azure was a great kisser, she tasted delightful. She had a large metal stud at the tip of her tongue. Briefly Calli’s hands brushed Azure’s bare breasts before settling around Azure’s waist, feeling the warmth and vitality of her body. This whole thing was crazy beyond words. Calli gently pushed Azure away.

“Get on your knees on the floor, please.”

Azure immediately obeyed.

“Doesn’t Crimzon mind that you kiss other women? Or that strange men are groping you every day?”

“No, miss.”

“Did she really give me permission to use you sexually?”

“Yes, miss.”

Calli reached out a hand and stroked the stubble on the side of Azure’s head. She noticed there was another tattoo behind the waitress’s ear, another red rose with a smaller blue rose underneath – much smaller than the one on her back, but still skilfully and beautifully rendered.

“And how would you feel about that?”,

“It is a pleasure to offer myself to you, miss.”

“Really?” It sounded like a scripted line to Calli.

Azure raised her eyes to meet Calli’s. They were gleaming with excitement.

“Really, miss.”

Despite everything, Calli couldn’t remember ever being so turned on in all her life. Her best friend – or former best friend – knelt in front of her, turned into the ultimate sexual being, an object for use. It was more extreme than any fantasy she had ever had.

What Calli was about to do was so wrong, but she was going to do it anyway. She stood up.

“Take my jeans off.” She whispered.

“Yes, miss.”

Azure undid Calli’s belt, unfastened her jeans, pulled them down to Calli’s ankles, taking her panties with them. Then she undid the knots of the laces and removed Calli’s training shoes, placing them neatly to the side.

Calli stepped out of her clothes and watched Azure pick them up and fold them neatly, placing them further up the sofa.

Calli was stood with Azure kneeling between her legs, acutely conscious of her naked lower half. She sat back down.

“Stand up.”

Azure instantly obeyed.

“Pull your skirt up to your waist.”

The latex snapped and squelched as it slipped over her hips. There was a tiny triangle of black latex covering Azure’s mound.

“Lose the thong, too.”

With practiced skill, Azure stepped out of the thong. It was a movement worthy of one of the strippers on the stage below. Her mound was free of hair. Slightly off-centre was another tattoo of a red rose, beautifully drawn and vivid, very realistic. The lowest petal just touched the edge of Azure’s labium. Crimzon had her property well marked; no one would be able to forget who she belonged to.

She had a beautiful vulva, the inner labia just visible, gently pushing the outer lips apart, flower like. It was glistening wet. Calli saw the glint of metal within the folds.

“Show me inside.”

Azure stepped closer between Calli’s legs so her shins were pressing against the sofa. There was not a trace of hesitation or modesty. Her beautifully manicured fingers, long nails painted blue to match her uniform, pulled her labia apart revealing the shiny pink interior.

“Fucking hell!”

There was a lot of metal. Calli was shocked, aghast. But it was so erotic she couldn’t pull her eyes away. Azure’s clit hood was pulled back, revealing the clitoris itself. There was a tiny metal ring around the base of the clit, thrusting it forward, swollen, like a mini-mushroom. Further complicating things, there was a barbell through the hood that pressed against the bulbous head. As well as that, there was a bar pierced under the clitoris that held a horseshoe shaped barbell that could be flicked up or down – currently it was pushed up, tucking into the fold at the very top of the cleft.

What must it be like to have this in your most intimate, sensitive place? Every tiny movement that Azure made must provide physical stimulation to her clit. Even walking must drive her crazy – no wonder she was so wet!

“Fucking hell!” Calli repeated. Can I touch it?”

“Of course you can, miss. You don’t need to ask.”

Azure pushed her hips forward, bringing the open vulva even closer to Calli. The odour of her arousal was pungent.

Calli had never touched another woman intimately before, but she couldn’t resist. She very gently put her index finger onto the metal, unavoidably touching the clitoris itself. Azure gasped. Her hips spasmed. Calli continued to explore with her finger. Azure squirmed, gasped and squeaked.

“You must be permanently horny?” Calli exclaimed.

“Pretty much, miss.” Azure gasped again.

Calli pressed harder, deliberately masturbating Azure now. But she lost her nerve and pulled her finger away. Azure was breathing heavily, her hips fidgeting.

Calli looked at her finger wet with Azure’s arousal. Before she could wipe it, Azure bent over and took it into her mouth, pursing her plump lips around it, licking it clean, tasting herself. Then she lifted herself upright again, giving Calli the most smouldering look. Calli was wide-eyed, but so turned on. She realized that Azure was still holding her vulva wide open, waiting to be told to stop.

“Do you like obeying me, Azure?” It was the first time Calli had addressed her former best friend with her new name.

“Very much, Miss Calli.” Azure’s voice was thick with lust.

Calli grasped Azure’s fingers, pulling them away from her crotch.

“I want you to play with your nipples for me.”

Azure’s hands rose to her breasts, tugging and squeezing her own nipples, gently manipulating the thick, shiny barbells piercing them.

They stared at each other. Calli had never been so thrilled and excited in her life. She was trembling.

“Stop! Back on your knees.” Her tone was more assertive.

She slid down the sofa so that her crotch protruded off the end of the seat cushion.

“I want you to make me cum with your mouth!”

It was one of Calli’s unfulfilled fantasies to be eaten out by another woman. But the reality of the situation far exceeded anything she had ever imagined.

“It would be an honour, Miss Calli.” Azure’s voice was low and husky.

Once again their eyes met, but only briefly. Azure lowered her face to the apex before her. Her lips gently caressed Calli’s labia.

“Don’t make me cum too quickly!”

Calli wanted to savour the experience, but she was aware how excited she was. It wouldn’t take much to push her over the hill in her current state.

Azure’s tongue dragged down the length of Calli’s crack, just slightly parting it, delicately stimulating the hot, wet, sensitive flesh inside. It was Calli’s turn to gasp. She put her hands onto Azure’s head, feeling the woman’s short hair tickle her palms. She spread both hands wide, covering the scalp.

Below them, the stage burst into life once more, lights flashing, music blaring. There was a roar from the audience. Calli saw Crimzon prance onto the stage still wearing the boots that Azure had been kissing and licking just a short while ago. The stripper wore a red biker jacket that was zipped right up to the top. Between the jacket and the boots there was nothing but a thong that barely covered her mound.

Azure’s tongue pushed right inside Calli, causing her to squeak and lift her hips up reflexively. Calli didn’t want Crimzon to be part of this moment so she lowered her eyes to the woman kneeling between her legs. Azure’s wrists were once again crossed in the small of her back as if they were actually bound there. Bent over as she was, her buttocks stuck out prominently and curvaceously. She looked so submissive, it thrilled Calli.

Calli tightened her grip on Azure’s head and lifted her legs to wrap around Azure’s torso, crossing her ankles. This lifted her crotch to give better access for the wonderfully gentle mouth. No man had ever eaten her out like this. Azure was so skilled and measured, her tongue so controlled and precise. Calli pulled the woman’s face harder into her crotch, thighs closing tight around her ears. She raked her fingernails across the stubble at the top of Azure’s neck, squirming, unable to control the movement of her hips. Her mouth opened in a silent scream of ecstasy.

She could feel the large stud at the tip of Azure’s tongue dragging across her tender folds of flesh; she had never felt anything like it. Calli groaned, closing her eyes, savouring the sensations.

Despite her best efforts, the fight to hold back her orgasm became too much, she just needed it so badly.

“Harder! Faster!” She ordered.

Azure’s tongue became much more animated and forceful, causing Calli to squeal in delight. Then it attacked her clitoris, grinding into the centre of her being. Calli screamed as her climax hit her, such euphoria engulfing her. She writhed, using Azure’s face against her vulva, manhandling the girl without much consideration for her comfort. The orgasm seemed to go on and on. She thrashed around, glorying in every moment, until it slowly dissipated and then she lay still, panting, desperate for air.

Finally, Calli released her hold on Azure. Unwrapping her legs, though she kept her hands locked in the short hair on the top of the kneeling woman’s head. Azure raised her red face from Calli’s vulva, gulping air dramatically, Calli’s secretions covering her lips, chin and nose, her bright lipstick smudged. She smiled at Calli – the first and only time Calli saw Charlotte, her former best friend, in this remarkable woman, this creation that was Azure.

Calli felt her eyes moisten once more.

“Thank you!” She whispered.

“It was a pleasure and an honour, Miss Calli.”

Releasing her hands from Azure’s hair, Calli was suddenly self-conscious. Not only had she taken advantage of the woman she had called a friend, but she was half-naked in a strip-joint with a topless waitress between her legs whose face was covered in her vaginal juices.

The box of tissues lay discarded beside them. Azure grabbed a handful and carefully cleaned up Calli’s crotch, completely ignoring the mess on her own face. Calli quickly pulled her panties back on.

Below them, Crimzon was high up the pole, her back to it, hands above her head holding her in place – a feat that must have required incredible strength. She was naked now except for those thigh boots. Her legs were wide apart in a perfect split, displaying her hairless vulva to dozens of leering men. As Calli watched, the stripper slid slowly but steadily down the pole until she came to rest on the stage. The lights went out and the music stopped. The audience roared.

Calli grasped both of Azure’s hands in her own.

“I’m so pleased you found the happiness you were looking for.”

Their eyes met again, both pairs were moist.
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Calli had been completely wrong. Finding Charlotte didn’t give her closure, it caused the complete opposite. It opened up a world of new feelings, desires and thoughts. Possibilities she didn’t know existed. An upside-down world that challenged her outlook on life and radically changed her priorities. The quest to find Charlotte had ended. Now she found herself on a quest to find herself.

And so, after a whirlwind twelve weeks that she couldn’t fully understand, during which she had finished her finals and graduated from university, during which she had gone out on dates with two different women and during which she had accepted a temporary job, everything in her life had altered dramatically.

That original meeting with Azure. She just hadn’t been able to get it out of her head. A woman (her best friend!) turned into the ultimate sex object, someone who existed for sex. It blew her mind! She found it so erotic. And commanding Azure to satisfy her sexually, dominating her! It was the most thrilling, mind-blowing experience of her life.

Coming out as possibly gay or bisexual and dating women in a vanilla world, her first attempt at exploration after that night, had not worked at all. It left her empty. Initially, the stress and work of her finals had diverted her somewhat, but once that was out of the way, she had spent hours surfacing the internet reading about BDSM. She loved some of the erotic stories she had found about lesbian domination.

Then, out of the blue, Crimzon had turned up at her door one day. At first she had feared something terrible had happened to Azure, but Crimzon was there to offer her a job! The club’s finance manager had suffered a stroke and would be off work for at least a few months. They urgently needed someone to cover for them and Azure had suggested Calli, as she had recently completed her accountancy degree.

Those who believed in the pleasure principle would have had no doubt that Calli would take the job, despite a sleepless night and much handwringing, much internal conflict. How could she even consider working at such an establishment, its blatant exploitation of women to pander to the most base desires of the exclusively male cliental. It was repellent and ethically wrong. But it opened a door to this new world she wanted to explore, it offered an opportunity to be closer to Azure, the possibility of the thrills and excitement she now craved. Ethics and principles went out of the window.

To assuage her guilt and hypocrisy, she reassured herself it was only temporary – a means to an end, and the money was great too! But she had been lying to everyone about where she was working, too ashamed to tell the truth.

Calli had thought that Crimzon ran the show, but it turned out she was just a junior partner, The big boss was Lexi Aston, known to everyone except Crimzon as Miss Aston. Miss Aston run the place with a rod of iron and was feared by the staff – with good reason. As far as Calli could work out, the woman was a genuine sadist.

She had a pet called Bubblegum. Calli had never actually seen Bubblegum’s face. Often, If Calli was in Miss Aston’s office, the pet would be there too, but always covered in pink rubber from head to toe, including her head and face – sometimes her breasts, buttocks or vulva would be bare. She was always either on her knees or bound in some uncomfortable position.

Crimzon had warned Calli that Miss Aston would test her, try to shock her to make sure Calli could cope with the things she would see or experience working at Le Moulin Noir, and the woman had certainly done both of those things. During her initial interview, the unfortunate Bubblegum had been bound on the long sofa that dominated one half of Miss Aston’s office.

Her arms were pulled out from her sides and tied to the arms of the sofa, while her body was bent double and her legs pulled wide apart and fastened to the top of the back of the sofa at each end. This left her head pushed into her chest and her bare bottom pointing outward and upwards, hanging off the edge of the seat cushion.

Halfway through the interview, Miss Aston had got up, retrieved a cane and placed six livid stripes across the vulnerable, exposed buttocks of the pet, inviting Calli to stand close by and watch. Calli had been horrified and fascinated in equal measure. It was so wrong yet she found it incredibly erotic.

Calli had even been coaxed into touching the welts with her fingers, feeling the angry heat emanating from the lines. Bubblegum was not only blind inside her rubber helmet, but her ears were plugged and capped too, effectively making her deaf as well. She would never know that it was Calli making her hips squirm as she ran her fingers along the raw skin. But it didn’t stop Calli feeling guilty. How could anyone enjoy being treated like that?

Bubblegum had also been very effectively gagged, she made hardly any sound as she took the punishment. There was a short tube sticking out of the helmet where her mouth would be. She had been breathing hard during and after the chastisement and this caused the tube to whistle urgently with her desperate attempts to draw and expel air. That noise had remained in Calli’s head for days, like a song, an earworm. The thought keeping her perpetually turned-on.

Calli was in her third week working at the club. She had an office next door to Miss Aston. Like Miss Aston’s, one wall of the office was all glass, looking down onto the floor of the club. But Calli’s window was half the width and overlooked the second stage at the far end of the club floor. Since the second stage wasn’t used every evening, and even when it was performances didn’t start until after 7:00 pm, usually long after Calli had left for the day, there really was nothing to see (probably a blessing.) Calli would have much preferred a view outside that let in daylight.

Not only had Calli’s life radically changed, so had her appearance. Miss Aston had insisted that Calli have a make-over – employees had to project an image that was consistent with the glamour the club aspired to portray. That had been an issue for Calli, who wasn’t an extrovert and had little interest in fashion. She was used to hanging around in a T-shirt, jeans and training shoes. Since she operated largely behind the scenes, she didn’t see why it mattered what she wore or how stylish her hair was.

The only concession she had got out of Miss Aston was a final say on her hair style and colour. Le Moulin Noir didn’t need another peroxide blonde and Calli was determined that wouldn’t be a look for her. She had always kept her hair relatively short – it was much easier to manage.  Her natural colour was an indistinct light brown. In the end they had agreed on a dark auburn choppy bob with blonde highlights. It looked tousled and sexy – something she was unfamiliar with.

But she had to admit it looked fantastic, and with the make-up she had to wear, she was genuinely surprised how attractive she appeared. It actually did wonders for her confidence. She immediately noticed how much more attention she received, covert and not-so-covert glances from men.

Part of that was also down to her new wardrobe. Things she would never have dared to wear before. She even had a pair of tight-fitting leather pants! Though she still felt self-conscious when she wore them. Underwired push-up bras to make the most of her modest bust and everything had to be tight, showing off her figure. It was alien to her and she was still coming to terms with it, but secretly she was pleased that she had been arm-twisted into something she hadn’t had the confidence to do for herself.

One thing she was not so pleased to accommodate, however, was Miss Aston’s demand that she wear high stiletto heels. She had barely worn them in the past, regarding them not only as stupid hobbles, but acutely uncomfortable as well, thus she had needed to practice a lot to get proficient in them (in fact she wasn’t quite there even now.) Once she was alone in her office she took them off.

At this particular moment, though, she was wearing them. She couldn’t deny that they made her feel sexy when she was taking on a dominant role, giving her imposing height and she enjoyed the sound the heels made as they contacted the hardwood floor with each step. Today, it was knee-high black boots with a four and a half inch steel heel.

Her office contained two safes. There was a large one about five feet high that only she and Miss Aston had access to, and there was a small one, about eighteen inches high, that rested on a pedestal over the opposite side of the room. The floor managers had access to this one as well, so they could lock up the night’s cash takings for Calli to process the next day. But Calli had found a second use for the small safe.

A cushion had been laid on top of the safe, and currently the lithe form of Azure was bent over it, her latex clad bottom prominently on display. Calli didn’t understand why Crimzon was so nonchalant about allowing - seemingly everyone – access to Azure. If Azure belonged to Calli (in her dreams!) she would have kept her all to herself. But she wasn’t about to complain about it.

Calli had taken off her just-above knee length skirt and her thong and was wearing her latest new toy. It was a strap-on dildo that incorporated a butterfly vibrator that slipped just inside her labia and pressed against the hood of her clitoris. She was enjoying her new-found ability to properly fuck another woman.

She took the few steps across the floor to stand right behind Azure. Everything about her old best friend just screamed raw sex. She was such an erotic sight, whatever angle you viewed her from. Calli understood now what Crimzon had been trying to achieve when she created Azure, and boy had she succeeded! Her objectification was complete. Why Azure was happy to be objectified was more of a mystery to Calli.

The waitress waited patiently, her hands resting on the top of the safe, her hips resting on the cushion underneath her. Her back was spectacularly curved, thrusting her bottom up, sticking her large breasts outwards underneath her. The beautiful tattoo in the small of her back was highly visible. Her feet, clad in the exquisite five-inch-heeled ankle boots of her uniform, were about two feet apart. Her fishnet-stockinged legs held with her knees locked straight, the straps from her garter belt clearly showing beneath her skirt.

The polished latex of the skirt gleamed under the artificial lights in the office, the blue script printed across it, Spank Me! Featured boldly. Calli obliged. She spanked each buttock twice, hard enough to hurt her hand. The sound of her open palm on the latex made a delightful snapping sound. Calli stroked the rubber covered buttocks, loving the feel. It was so sexy.

Then she tugged the skirt up to Azure’s waist, revealing the bare cheeks beneath. It looked like she had received some chastisement recently, there was a blush to the skin, geometrically shaped. A broad instrument had been used, probably a strap. Calli spanked Azure again. It didn’t sound quite so dramatic without the rubber in-between.

The thin and scant latex thong covering Azure’s mound was easily pushed to one side, revealing labia glistening with Azure’s excitement. This was the second time Calli had fucked Azure and neither time had required lubrication for the dildo, the woman seemed to be permanently aroused. Parting the lips with her fingers, Calli positioned the head of the dildo against the entrance to Azure’s tunnel.

None of Calli’s old boyfriends had cocks as big as this strap-on, but then Calli’s selection had been on the smaller side of those that had been available, so she wasn’t quite sure she had the right size yet. Were those huge dildos for real use or just show? She couldn’t imagine ever letting one of those inside her.

She shuffled forward slightly and pushed. The head disappeared inside Azure, who sighed and instantly pushed back. The dong sank in deeply and Calli moved her hands to the waitress’ hips, gripping firmly as she eased the dildo in all the way until her own hips pressed against the reddened buttocks. Azure wiggled her backside to increase the stimulation, murmuring wordlessly.

As Calli pulled back she reached down briefly to switch on the vibrator inside her own vulva. She gasped at its immediate physical effect and the delightful sensations it generated. She was so turned-on. She started to fuck Azure in earnest. The pressure on her clit as she thrust forward was delicious and she was soon pistoning harder and faster.

Azure was very responsive, synchronizing her push-backs with Calli’s shoves, squirming to flex the dildo and enhance the feelings for both of them – she was an amazing fuck! Both of them were grunting, groaning and gasping. Calli sunk her fingers into Azure, holding her tighter and tighter, pulling her back and forth. Soon they were both beginning to pant at the increasingly frenzied coupling.

A couple of times, Calli released her hold to spank the waitress again, but she loved the feel of having her former best friend in her hands and her desire to climax was starting to overwhelm everything else. She just hadn’t known that sex could be this good. She drove on. Just as she felt her own orgasm beginning to build, Azure screamed.

“Permission to cum, Miss Calli!” Azure cried desperately.

Apparently, Azure was not allowed to orgasm without permission.

“You may!” Calli gasped.

As Azure began to writhe and cry out as her climax hit, so the tsunami of Calli’s orgasm crashed through her. She savoured every moment of it.




A quarter of an hour later, a now fully dressed Calli stood at the window and looked down into the club. Azure had just come on to the club floor to start her waitressing shift, easily identifiable by her bright blue glow-in-the-dark hairband. She watched Azure lean over a fat, middle-aged man, presenting her breasts to be groped as she took his drinks order, an invitation he gladly accepted.

It was uncomfortable viewing. Calli was having frequent bouts of tumultuous, confused thinking, trying to come to terms with her recent sexual desires (and behaviour) and the conflict that created with some of her basic beliefs and values.

How was what she had done with Azure earlier any different from what that man was doing to her right now? Treating the woman as a sex object for their own gratification, exploiting her submissive nature. She despised the man, but she was guilty of the same thing!

But then Azure got as much out of their interactions as Calli did – there was a genuine history and connection between them. Calli knew that the waitress didn’t feel the same way about interacting with the customers down there. She was just pleasing Crimzon.

Had Calli been corrupted? Drawn into a world of manipulative narcissism and self-gratification, perversity and hedonism, where her own pleasure would increasingly be at the expense of the objects of her lust? There was a lot she didn’t understand yet about both herself and the shadowy environments she was now moving in.

She had been surprised to learn that most of the women working at Le Moulin Noir were neither dominant nor submissive. There was a clique around Crimzon and Miss Aston who were kinky, but the majority were here because they could earn a lot more than if they took a regular job, it was as basic as that. She was barely able to understand that compromise, but her initial contempt for the women who worked here had dissipated.  They deserved as much respect as any other women. They were just trying to get through life the best they could the same as everyone else.

Calli’s phone chimed. She moved back to her desk and picked it up. It was a text from Miss Aston:

My office 5:30

Miss Aston was always that abrupt. Straight to the point.
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Imogen Roberts followed the waitress through a door, leaving behind the noise and flashing lights of the strip club main room. The backstage area was not as smart, the bare concrete floor sounding every step of the girl’s stiletto heels which echoed off the breezeblock walls painted a white that had lost its lustre. Bare bulbs created a harsh light, especially after the dimness of the club floor.

They passed several doors, all but one closed. Her glance through the open one showed a dressing room. It was long and narrow and deserted. They climbed a flight of stairs, her eyes just inches away from the waitress’ rubber covered buttocks that flexed as she mounted each step, The bright blue Spank Me! writing on the latex expanding and contracting with the movement. The tiny skirt rode up higher, widening the gap between the top of her fishnet stockings.

The waitress was the girl who had introduced herself to Imogen at the coffee shop. She called herself Azure, which figured. Her incredibly high-heeled ankle boots were a bright blue that matched the wide hairband she was wearing and the hair at the front of her head, as well as the tie of her uniform.

At the top of the stairs she paused briefly to tug her skirt back down, but it was still so short Imogen thought it was hardly worth the effort. After rounding a corner, the waitress showed Imogen into the next room.

She couldn’t help staring at Azure’s breasts as she passed her. The barbells through her nipples were thick and made of a very shiny and reflective metal that glinted in the light. The nipples themselves were rock-hard, sticking right out. She pushed her breasts out proudly, not in the least ashamed to be topless in the presence of a stranger. Imogen guessed she must be used to it, working at a place like this.

They were in a dimly lit space, long and narrow, with thick carpeting underfoot. There was a long sofa and an armchair facing a glass wall that looked directly down onto the main stage of Le Moulin Noir strip club.

“Please have a seat, miss. Can I get you a drink?”

Again, Imogen was struck by the contrast of the girl’s appearance and her personality. She appeared so bold, brash and extrovert, yet she was softly spoken, and well-spoken for that matter, so reverential and unassuming. It was a complete mismatch.

Imogen remembered the kiss Azure had given her in the coffee shop. It had been hugely embarrassing, but also exciting. She remembered how soft and gentle her lips had felt, the taste of her lip gloss, the odour of her lovely perfume, the kindness and passion in her amazing blue eyes.

“Do you just have a coffee?”

Imogen had taken two Valium to have the courage to come here. She didn’t think mixing that with alcohol was a good idea.

“Of course, miss. Milk and sugar?”

“Sugar, no milk.”

“If you take a seat, Miss Crimzon will be with you in a short while.”

The waitress left the room – it was more of a viewing box actually. Imogen paced back and forth behind the sofa, wringing her hands, still anxious. The Valium should have kicked in by now, why wasn’t it working?

The door opened again. It was her. Crimzon. The most stunningly beautiful, magnetic woman Imogen had ever seen. The woman who made Imogen’s stomach do somersaults and her sex heat up just at the sight of her.

Today her hair was loose, hanging down her back and over her shoulders, framing her elaborately made-up face and glistening, glossed mouth that Imogen desperately wanted to kiss. She wore skin-tight leather pants, knee-high steeple-heeled boots and a waistcoat that laced up the front, presenting her huge cleavage. All in a red that matched the colour of her hair.

Her eyes flashed, full of humour at Imogen’s wide-eyed stare.

“Imogen, sit down.” It was an order. An order that Imogen obeyed.

She perched herself on the edge of the sofa.

Crimzon sauntered across the room and sat in the armchair, sitting back, crossing her mile-long legs.

“Well done for coming. It takes guts for a woman alone to turn up at a place like this. It’s a little test to see if you have the mettle. I greatly admire courage.”

Crimzon’s card with a phone number on it had been given to Imogen by Azure in the coffee shop. It had taken Imogen three days to find the courage to call it. She had been in two minds whether to come right up to the moment she left home. Her infatuation for the woman had overcome her fear and common sense. She had to take a chance, things needed to change. If she did nothing, nothing would happen. On the plus side, she had thought Crimzon was a hooker, so being a stripper was better, wasn’t it?

“I got the impression that us both being in the coffee shop at the same time on several occasions wasn’t a coincidence. Am I wrong?”

Imogen felt herself blushing.

“Ever since I first saw you there… I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you…”

“It’s my job to provoke that affect. It draws the men here and keeps them coming back.”

“What about women?”

“That’s not for my job, that’s for my pleasure!” Crimzon purred. Her eyes flashed with humour. “Being confident in your sexuality and sexual identity draws a lot of attention and attraction.”

The door opened again, Azure returning with the coffee. She sashayed across the room in front of the sofa, swinging her hips, provocatively bouncing her bare breasts, holding a tray. She leaned over, offering the steaming cup to Imogen.

“Your coffee, miss.”

“All that is true for Azure, as well.” Crimzon added.

The waitress held the tray low, her breasts dangling above it right in Imogen’s face. Imogen blushed even more furiously and grabbed the cup. Azure offered her a napkin which she quickly took. It seemed to Imogen that Azure left her breasts there longer than was necessary.

“I can’t offer you a conventional relationship and if you’ve come here hoping that might be a possibility, I’m sorry to disappoint you and waste your time.”

Imogen sipped her coffee. She wasn’t exactly sure what she was expecting by coming here, but it wasn’t that. A chance to get her foot in the door of a different life?

“That wasn’t why I came. It is obvious that you and Azure have something special between you.”

The waitress had positioned herself in between the sofa and the armchair, slightly behind, so that she was out of the way. She was posed, her feet at a practiced angle that pushed out both her chest and her bum. Her thigh, part fishnet covered, part bare, part rubber clad was close to Imogen, ever-present in the corner of her eye.

“Yes, there is something very special between us. But still, the relationship is fundamentally one of owner and owned. Does that shock you?”

“It did. At the coffee shop Azure told me she belonged to you.”

“I am not a gracious woman, Imogen, as Azure can confirm. I am cruel, self-centred and capricious. I am dangerous to know, I have a little bit of the devil in me. Less than a year ago, Azure looked very much like you do now – she was shy, lacking in confidence, dressing to hide, and above all deeply unhappy. She had a need to submit without compromise. I had a need to dominate without compromise. You can see the result.”

Crimzon opened her palm in the direction of the waitress.

“I created my ideal woman, to my exact specifications. A total transformation. The most complete sexual being I have ever encountered. Or rather, she allowed me to do it. She gave her consent without limit. Do not underestimate the courage that takes!”

“Or trust.” Imogen said quietly. “But you turned her into a topless waitress!”

“Shocking isn’t it! But what better way to reinforce her status as a sex object, existing for the sexual pleasure of others. An entity whose entire identity is defined by her sexuality.”

There was a pause in the conversation. Both women looked at one another, evaluating each other.

“Azure is deeply submissive. She needs someone like me to be truly happy. What about you, Imogen? Do you have submissive desires? Do you need someone to take control of you, allow you to fulfil your potential, find happiness?”

“Possibly.” Imogen whispered.

She looked down into her coffee. Her hands were trembling, causing the black liquid to shimmer.

“We can help you with that, if you want. But we do it for real, not as a game. It’s a lifestyle change. It takes commitment and guts. If you want to play kinky games you are better off joining a fetish club or a kinky dating app. Are you a lesbian? Bi?”

“I haven’t worked that out, yet.”

“You want to experiment?”

“Definitely.” Imogen briefly glanced at Crimzon before dropping her eyes again.

“Az, get on your knees in front of Imogen, facing away from her and pull up your skirt.”

Crimzon pointed to the spot where she wanted Azure. The girl obeyed instantly, her movements fluid and graceful, like a dancer. As she pulled the tiny skirt over her hips, Imogen saw there were six tumescent red lines burnt across her bottom.

“Earlier I caned Azure, not because she had done anything to displease me, just because I wanted to and because I could. I wanted to show you what is an everyday part of her life. The reality of submitting to me.”

Crimzon was watching Imogen closely, assessing her reaction. Her eyes were wide, both horrified and aroused at the sight.

“The question is, how much courage do you have, Imogen? I believe a genuine submissive will not find happiness until they genuinely submit. But you need to discover if that is you. How far are you prepared to go? You won’t know the answer to that yet. You’ll need experience.”

Crimzon uncrossed her legs and stretched one needle-heeled foot forward until the tip of the heel pressed into Azure’s buttock, right on one of the livid welts. The steel tip sank deeply into the flesh and Imogen heard Azure gasp.

“Put your head to the floor and stick your arse up as high as you can.” Crimzon’s tone was commanding.

Azure placed her forehead to the carpet, drew her knees closer to her torso, lifting her buttocks higher. Crimzon kept the pressure of the heel on the welt for some seconds before she withdrew her foot, sat back in the armchair and crossed her legs once again. She returned her attention to Imogen.

“Do you have a boyfriend, Imogen!”

“Not for nearly a year.”

Imogen took a long drink from her cup.

“And you have never kissed a woman?”

“No.”

“But you want to?”

A pause.

“Yes… I do.”

“Put your coffee down and stand up!” Crimzon’s tone changed. It was an order.

Imogen stared at Crimzon. She either rolled with this or walked away – and then what would have been the point of coming here at all!

She put her cup on the table beside the sofa and stood up.

“If you are given an instruction, Imogen, you obey. You do not think about whether you will obey!”

“I’m sorry.”

“You will address me as Miss Crimzon from now on!”

“I’m sorry, Miss Crimzon.”

Imogen felt a thrill of excitement pass through her body, centred on her sex. It far surpassed the fear knotting her gut.

“Imogen is too sophisticated a name for a little slut like you. You will be Immy from now on.”

“Yes Miss Crimzon.”

Imogen hadn’t been called that since kindergarten.

“Sluts don’t wear jeans and trousers, Immy. Their pussies and backsides need to be quickly and easily accessible. Short skirts to indicate their availability. Azure, remove Immy’s jeans!”

Imogen was wearing her best jeans, tight fitting and stretchy. She had wanted to look good for Crimzon and show off her slim figure.

Azure lifted her head and turned around, remaining on her knees. She looked at Imogen and she was smiling. She looked so sultry with her heavily made-up eyes and plump, bright red, glossed lips perpetually pouting. Her eyes were an incredibly bright blue, they looked almost supernatural. Did Imogen want to finish up looking like that? She shivered, confused by her contradictory feelings.

Azure reached her hands to Imogen’s waist and unfastened the jeans, tugging them down Imogen’s legs, and they took some tugging so tight was the fit. Imogen was wearing Converse low tops. Azure unlaced each and eased them off Imogen’s feet, then removed the jeans completely.

Imogen was standing in front of two effective strangers with only a pair of white briefs covering her sex. She couldn’t help wondering if she would be in this position if she hadn’t taken the Valium. Was that a mistake?

“On your knees, too, Immy!” Crimzon ordered.

Imogen dropped down, the carpet was thick and soft against her knees.

“I want you two to make out. Let’s find out if Immy likes girls!”

Crimzon gestured to Azure. Azure shifted closer, leaning forward until her face was just inches away from Imogen’s.

Azure’s perfume was lovely, her bright eyes sparkled with desire. She was beautiful, but her heavy make-up and uniform did make her look trashy. She smiled, then pressed her lips against Imogen’s. Imogen’s first kiss with another woman.

It felt delightful. Azure’s plump lips were so soft. Imogen let the girl into her mouth. She had a large stud near the tip of her tongue which clicked against Imogen’s teeth as it passed between them. She tasted of strawberries. Imogen found herself responding, her nervousness receding and her excitement growing. She had never kissed such a great kisser before, it was so different from any man she had ever been with. It was so much better than any man she had ever been with!

Azure pushed further forward, dropping her arms over Imogen’s shoulders, crossing her wrists behind Imogen’s head and pulling their bodies and mouths closer together. Imogen felt Azure’s large breasts pressing against her own, so much bigger they completely enveloped them. She could feel the hard nubs of Azure’s nipples and the harder metal piercing them. Imogen was so turned-on, this was everything she hoped it would be.

“Put your hands behind your back, Immy, wrists crossed.”

Imogen obeyed. At the same time, one of Azure’s hands, palm spread, wrapped around the back of Imogen’s head, holding it in place. Her other arm slipped back over Imogen’s shoulder, that hand pressed against Imogen’s stomach and then slid down her belly until it was pressing on her labia through her panties.

Imogen gasped into Azure’s mouth, her hips initially pulling back, but the touch felt so good she pushed them forward again, increasing the pressure. Azure rubbed gently, then pushed the fabric of the panty between the labia, her fingers sawing up and down the groove. All the while her mouth continued to work energetically on Imogen’s and Imogen responded with equal passion.

Sighing, her hips squirming in pleasure, Imogen became aware that Crimzon was sitting on the edge of her seat, leaning forward, watching closely, her long red hair swinging forward. A hand wrapped around Imogen’s wrists, gripping them firmly. It could only be Crimzon holding them. Gradually, Crimzon pulled them backwards, away from Imogen’s body. This forced her head and torso harder against Azure.

Azure now had two fingers in between Imogen’s labia. The material of her panty was soaking with her own arousal. The fingers were so skilled, they knew exactly where and how to touch. Imogen was being masturbated and it felt incredible. It was hard to hold the kiss. She was moaning, squirming, struggling for breath.

But Imogen had lost control of her body. She was at the mercy of Crimzon and most especially Azure, who wouldn’t release her mouth and whose fingers were becoming increasingly energetic and forceful. She loved the helplessness, being out of control, her arousal roaring into overdrive. She was being given so much pleasure entirely at the will of others.

It was so exciting, so thrilling, so sensual! She fought her confinement just to reinforce her own incapacity to effect what was being done to her. Her body luxuriating in the pleasure radiating through her. She felt the beginning of an enormous orgasm fighting to free itself from the confines of her mind, the pressure building until it exploded, opening her consciousness a million miles in all directions. She writhed and twisted, seemingly floating free of her body as the climax continued.

These strange women held her until it dissipated, Crimzon’s hand locked around Imogen’s wrists, Azure’s palm on the back of Imogen’s head holding their mouths together. Imogen squeezed her thighs together around the hand in her crotch. It was the most powerful cum of Imogen’s life and she savoured every second of it, glorying in how long it lasted.

When Azure eventually withdrew, sitting back on her heels, Imogen was gulping desperately for air and felt light-headed, her chest rising and falling rapidly. She looked into Azure’s bright, excited eyes, seeing that the woman fully understood what Imogen was experiencing.

“That answers that question.” Crimzon quipped.

She put an arm around Imogen’s shoulder, Imogen very conscious of the embrace.

“Go home, Immy and have a think about whether you want to come back, to let us liberate your sexuality, help you to find your true self.”
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It was three weeks almost to the minute since Immy had first set foot in Le Moulin Noir VIP suite. She was back for her third visit. She had been told to come in a short skirt with no underwear underneath, high heels and wearing proper make-up.

It had made her feel quite vulnerable out on the streets and on the bus, especially the high heels – they hindered her mobility drastically, leaving her enfeebled. She had felt embarrassed walking down the street to the club knowing everyone that saw her would assume she worked there as a stripper or topless waitress. That she was a slut. She was pretty sure she was a slut, but she wasn’t at all comfortable with advertising the fact to everyone and anyone.

Azure had once again picked her up inside the club and brought her up to the suite, and now she was looking down onto the stage where a girl with grey hair and the most ridiculously oversized breasts was prancing around in a cheerleader outfit.

“On your knees facing the door, Immy.” Azure’s tone was gentle but firm.

Last week, Azure had eaten out Immy while she had been sat back on the sofa with her legs wide apart. Crimzon had been standing behind the sofa holding Immy’s wrists clasped together above her head. Immy had been naked by that time, stripped by Azure on Crimzon’s orders. It was her first time being eaten out by another woman. It was also by far the best cunnilingus she had experienced, but the clumsy attempts of two previous boyfriends were not effective competition.

Nothing Immy had experienced so far contradicted Crimzon’s assertion that Azure was the ultimate sex object. She radiated lust and sexual allure and performed to the eye-catching promise that she projected.

It was odd kneeling next to the woman who was almost still a stranger to Immy, yet with whom she had shared the two greatest sexual experiences of her life. Azure’s tongue was so skilled, her technique so masterful, and as for that stud at the tip of her tongue… Immy had masturbated to the memory of that experience every day since.

Afterwards, Immy had spent ten minutes on her knees before Crimzon kissing her shiny red boots. It had been thrilling. All the while she was having these amazing experiences she was going to keep coming back. But every time she looked down through the glass wall to see the big-breasted strippers and waitresses she shuddered. She had no desire to finish up down with them.

Last week she had been given homework, the address of a couple of websites that demonstrated how to perform effective cunnilingus, so she had a pretty good idea what she would be doing this week. Why hadn’t she thought of steering her old boyfriends in that direction?

She had also been booked an appointment to receive an intimate waxing, which had been a deeply painful and unpleasant experience. So today she was doubly bare beneath her skirt. It had been a weird feeling walking around outside with no underwear and bald. But the fact that she was obeying the instructions of Crimzon just fuelled her arousal even more.

It seemed a long wait, but it was only a few minutes before the door opened. Much to Immy’s disappointment it was not Crimzon who entered the suite. Though she still knew next to nothing about Crimzon and Azure, she did have a certain degree of trust from putting herself in their hands twice before. A new face immediately unsettled her and made her self-conscious – not to mention that it was Crimzon’s attention that she craved.

The woman was very attractive. A short shaggy haircut, coloured a beautiful deep auburn with blonde highlights was very stylish. She had a round face with apple cheeks and her mouth had a hint of a smile. She strode confidently across the room, wearing tight black leather pants that zipped up at her hip, tucked into knee-high boots with high stiletto heels that gave her an imposing height. Her waist was pulled in by a corset that also pushed her breasts up, presenting an attractive cleavage. She came to a stop right in front of Immy.

To Immy’s consternation, she held a strap in her right hand. A single strip of leather dangled down, brushing against her boot.

“Hello Immy. My name is Calli. I’ll be in charge of you today. You may kiss my feet!”

Immy only hesitated a second before dropping her head and pressing her lips to the toe of each boot in turn. Her heart was racing. She was scared and aroused in equal measure.

“Good girl. Now stand up!”

Immy got to her feet awkwardly. She had not yet mastered rising from her knees in high heels.

“That was poor. You need to practice that.”

“Yes, Miss Calli.”

Calli’s heels were slightly higher than Immy’s and she was slightly taller too, giving her a couple of inches height advantage. A hand came up to brush Immy’s hair back from her face.

“Are you a slut, Immy?”

“Yes, Miss Calli.”

“Weren’t you told to paint your face like a slut by Miss Crimzon?”

“Yes, Miss Calli.”

“But you haven’t, have you?”

“I’ve tried my best, Miss Calli. I’m not used to using a lot of make-up. I’m not very good at it.”

“A poor excuse. There are plenty of tutorials on the internet. I think you didn’t want to show everybody what a cheap tart you are! You like playing here with Crimzon and Azure, but you don’t want the world to know. That has to change. You have to take pride in what you are, shout it to the world – like Azure!”

Immy glanced up to meet Calli’s penetrating gaze. She had beautiful, earnest green eyes. Her own make-up was tastefully and artfully applied and she was wearing a lovely perfume. She might not be Crimzon but she was very sexy.

Calli looked across to Azure.

“Go and get your make-up, Az. You will show Immy how to do it.”

“Yes, Miss Calli.”

The waitress strutted across the room and out the door, leaving Immy alone with this complete stranger.

Calli took a step back.

“Did you get your pussy waxed?”

“Yes, Miss Calli.”

“Lift your skirt up. Show me!”

Immy blushed furiously as she pulled her skirt up above her waist.

“I bet that hurt!”

“Yes, Miss Calli.”

Calli walked around Immy, examining her. She hadn’t told Immy to drop her skirt so she didn’t dare. She was trembling. Being dominated by this new woman had left her flustered. When the strap Calli was holding dragged across Immy’s left buttock she flinched. It was only a caress, but she was so nervous. Calli let the strap brush against Immy’s right buttock.

As Calli completed her circle she stopped, again in front of Immy. A hand pushed forward and cupped Immy’s mound, causing her to flinch once more and reflexively pull her hips back. She quickly nudged them forward again, feeling Calli rub her thumb over the bald skin where her pubic hair had been. It felt strange and she felt acutely vulnerable. She shivered.

“If you are a slut, you keep your pussy bare. It’s like a badge, an identifier.”

The hand was gone. Calli walked across to the armchair and sat down. She continued to scrutinize Immy and Immy continued to blush.

“You may drop your skirt. Kneel in front of the sofa, facing it.”

With relief, Immy obeyed.

Azure returned, carrying a bag and a little plastic box with a handle.

“Give Immy a slutty face. Tell her what you are doing, how you are doing it and why.”

“Yes, Miss Calli.”

Azure sat on the sofa right in front of Immy, her fishnet clad legs either side of her. She opened the box which expanded out into tiered trays full of a variety of coloured cosmetics.

“Come closer.”

Immy edged forward until her knees were against the sofa. She bent forward. She had only ever used minimal make-up, if any at all, but a few minutes later she could feel how heavy the cosmetics felt, especially on and around her eyes and on her lips, it was alien to her, even more so when Azure held up a little six by four-inch mirror and she saw the stranger looking back.

It was quite a shock. Only her hazel eyes belonged to her, surrounded by black and dark, blended shadows, thick mascara and eyeliner. Bright red glossy lips. The blemishes on her skin replaced by a universal tone. She couldn’t deny she looked sexy, but it was like the real her had disappeared behind the paint. It went beyond the tasteful, it looked tacky.

“And now we have a slut who looks like a slut! Thank Azure for her time and care.”

“Thank you, Miss Azure.”

“You’re welcome.”

Azure packed her stuff away.

Immy’s eyes felt thick and sticky, like if she kept them closed for too long she wouldn’t be able to open them again.

“This is how you should be presenting yourself when you come here. Emphasizing your eyes and mouth, announcing your sexual availability, looking hot!”

Calli stood up. She looked beautiful and erotic, commanding, but Immy still wished it was Crimzon.

“Back on your feet, come behind the sofa.”

Calli didn’t wait for Immy to obey. She strode behind there herself and stood back against the rear wall. She held the handle of the strap in one hand and the tip of the blade in the other, arms held up, holding the implement horizontal across her chest, stretched out to its full length. The actual blade wasn’t more than eighteen inches long and three inches wide, it was a pretty lightweight affair, but still… Immy’s heart was thumping in her chest and she was trembling again.

“Bend over the back of the sofa.”

Immy hesitated, but only for a second. Hips pressed against the top of the backrest, Immy went over. She saw that Azure was now kneeling on the floor where she had been. Their eyes met.

“You’ve put on a poor show today, Immy. Lackadaisical in every way. Your attitude needs to change if you want to be invited back again. I’m going to give you your first correction – it won’t be your last! This will be light, a gentle warning. Next time you won’t receive any mercy. Consider yourself warned!”

Immy felt her skirt drawn up again, pushed around her waist, baring her bottom. Azure reached forward and grasped both of Immy’s hands in her own, holding them tight. Her eyes were burning with excitement.

There seemed to be a very long wait. Smack!

Immy gasped as her right buttock burst into fire. She instinctively tried to rise up, but Azure’s firm hold kept her down. Shit, it hurt! She squirmed, but found that the movement stimulated her vulva against the soft cushion underneath it. Her eyes grew wide as the burning increased for a few seconds after the initial strike.

Smack!

The leather landed on her other cheek. Again Immy tried to rise. She stamped her feet and couldn’t help but writhe, rubbing her labia in the process, which felt good but so wrong. Again she gasped as the pain grew. Two more strikes followed quickly, landing on top of the first two tender spots. Immy cried out and tried to wrench herself away from Azure, but the waitress held on to her doggedly. She ground her hips into the sofa, her legs lifting and twisting.

“Hold position and stay still. You’ll just get even more until you do!” Calli warned.

The next two were lower, causing her buttocks to jiggle and bounce. They burned furiously. Immy moaned and began to pant, her face contorting at the pain. Her continued grinding on the sofa back was creating a desperate arousal.

Calli finished with a really hard hit that landed square across both cheeks, stinging ferociously. Immy screamed, hopping from one foot to the other, fighting to get free of Azure and squirming, shaking her head.

“Be still or you’ll get another one!”

Immy pushed her hips hard into the sofa to try to stop herself twitching, she pushed her feet hard into the carpet to stop her legs moving. She was relieved when she saw the strap put down on the back of the sofa beside her. The handle was shaped like a large cock, it even had a thick vein moulded into the plastic.

Calli grabbed Immy’s throbbing bum cheeks in her palms. Immy groaned once more, writhing, practically masturbating herself on the sofa now.

“Wow, feel the heat! Nicely cooking!”

The hands slid across Immy’s buttocks, feeling her up. The contact actually felt good.

“That’s your final warning, Immy. Buck up your ideas, it won’t be a playful beating next time!”

Calli stood back, releasing her hold on Immy.

“Stand up, but keep your skirt at your waist and don’t dare touch your backside!”

Azure finally let go of Immy’s hands. Immy could see the red marks left behind. The waitress was stronger and more determined than she looked. Immy felt light-headed for a few moments when she got upright. She was still breathing hard and excited.

“Did you do your homework?”

“Yes, Miss Calli.”

Calli snapped her fingers and Azure immediately and effortlessly rose to her feet as well. She turned around and rolled her rubber skirt up to her waist, displaying a pale bottom that showed marks from previous punishments, but they didn’t look recent. She shimmied her hips and her latex thong dropped down to her ankles. She stepped out of it and sat down on the sofa, legs wide apart. She lay her head against the backrest and slid forward so that her crotch was hanging off the front of the seat cushion.

“Come around the front. Roll those hips. Strut. Show everyone that you’re a hot piece of arse!”

Immy felt lewd, prancing around displaying her naked bottom and sex.

“On your knees between Azure’s legs.”

Immy found herself staring straight at Azure’s vulva right in front of her. It glistened with the waitress’ arousal and Immy could also see the glint of metal inside the folds. She could smell the sexual excitement seeping from between the labia.

“I know all about prissy little girls like you, Immy. You call that a vagina, a vulva. But she’s a slut like you, Immy. What she has is a pussy. What you have is a pussy. A slut pussy. What do you have?”

“I have a slut pussy, Miss Calli.”

“That’s what you will call it, even in your head. You’re not a gynaecologist, you are a hot little slut and don’t forget it!”

Calli grabbed the strap again and came around the sofa to stand behind Immy. As she draped the strap across Immy’s smarting backside, Immy feared she was going to be beaten again, but Calli was only teasing her, dragging the supple leather back and forth over the reddened skin she had created.

“Have you ever licked pussy before, Immy?”

“No, Miss Calli.”

“Your task is to make Azure cum with your mouth and we expect you to be eager – desperate to please!”

Calli’s hand wrapped around the back of Immy’s head and gently pushed it forward until Immy’s mouth pressed against the fragrant, slick labia. Azure’s pussy reacted to even that simple contact, the waitress was so excited. She really was a sexual phenomenon. Would they do the same to Immy? Turn her into a permanently aroused, sex obsessed, genuine slut? The prospect terrified her and thrilled her at the same time.

Immy had hoped it would be Crimzon she served with her mouth, something she had fantasized about many times, instead Crimzon wasn’t even here. It was very disappointing.

She tentatively pushed her tongue out, probing in between the labia and receiving her first taste of pussy. She had read too much pornography and was slightly disconcerted that the taste wasn’t sweet and delicious as claimed. She hoped it was an acquired taste, like wine. She explored with her tongue. As well as trying to remember the advice she got from the website, she also remembered what Azure had done to her last week that had brought her such ecstatic pleasure.

Every movement brought a response from Azure, she was so sensitive. Her clitoris seemed to be surrounded by metal. As Immy’s tongue made contact, Azure gasped, her pussy spasming.

Immy drew her head back momentarily and pulled Azure’s labia apart with her fingers to look inside. Her eyes went wide with shock. There was a tiny band around the base of the woman’s clit, causing the nub to mushroom above it and push forward. A little barbell through the hood pressed permanently against the swollen pleasure centre. Another horseshoe shaped barbell sat just above it, but the piercing seemed to pass directly under the clitoris.

Immy couldn’t comprehend what it must feel like to have the centre of your sexuality controlled like that. It was so invasive. It must keep her perpetually stimulated. And how it must have hurt to have it done! It was positively barbaric, but also so erotic. Briefly, their eyes met. Azure’s so bright and intense with her arousal.

Dipping her head back down, Immy dragged her tongue up the exposed interior in a broad firm stroke, inducing a squeak and a squirm from Azure. At the same time, Immy felt Calli’s hands on her tender bottom again, rubbing the strap marks, before one hand slipped lower to cup her pussy. This time it was Immy’s excited sex that pulsed reflexively. Two fingers pushed inside her, causing her to groan into Azure’s pussy.

“There we go. Nice and wet and ready like a good slut should be!”

Immy began to practice the cunnilingus techniques she had studied, feeling the hot, wet flesh on her tongue, but it was hard to concentrate as Calli’s fingers stretched her own labia apart and something hard pressed against her pussy. It gently slid inside her, spreading her open further than any real penis ever had, but not uncomfortably so. Fuck, it felt good! Immy rotated her hips to increase the sensation as the dildo sunk into her. Her eyes closed as she savoured the wonderful feeling.

A sudden spank to a buttock made her squeak in surprise.

“Focus on your task! If you don’t get Azure to cum, you won’t either.”

Calli began to fuck Immy with the dildo, gently at first, but gradually increasing the speed and the force. Immy pushed back against the thrusts as her mouth pressed harder into Azure’s pussy and her tongue moved energetically.

The waitress was so excited, and with all the metal surrounding her clit it was very easy to stimulate her. There was no question of Immy not being able to make her cum. Immy’s mouth was getting thick with Azure’s juices, the smell and taste of her overpowering Immy’s senses. She felt utterly depraved to be in the centre of this scenario. She had never been so aroused in all her life.

Azure’s thighs closed in around Immy’s head, holding it in place. The waitress was becoming increasingly animated, pushing her crotch towards Immy. Then her hands grabbed a hold of Immy’s hair, exerting increasing control and restriction, which only increased the kneeling woman’s excitement. Her whole body was on fire, the sensations overwhelming, better than she had ever fantasized.

Calli was fucking Immy hard now and Immy’s hips were writhing. Immy yelped as Calli pinched her buttocks at the most tender spots left by the earlier strapping. She attacked Azure’s clit with her tongue. Things became very frenzied.

“Permission to cum, Miss Calli!” Azure screamed.

“You may.”

Azure started to buck as she climaxed, pulling Immy’s head around violently, trapped as it was between Azure’s thighs. Just seconds later Immy’s orgasm hit and her hips went mad, trying to increase the stimulation and sensations as much as she could. The climax was epic, it seemed to go on and on, both women writhing desperately and vigorously. Immy didn’t realize orgasms could be this good – what had she been missing out on for so long?

Finally, Azure lay still. She released her hold on Immy’s hair, which had been pulled so hard Immy’s scalp was throbbing. Her thighs released their grip on Immy’s head. Immy gratefully pulled her head away, gasping for air, her face hot and flushed as well as her mouth and chin being covered in Azure’s pussy juice.

Calli drew the dildo out of Immy’s pussy with a squelching noise, causing Immy to sigh in pleasure.

Once again, Immy and Azure’s eyes met. Azure looked so sultry and sexy. Her soft, plump lips smiled, her face still pink with arousal. Immy sat back on her heels.

“It looks like a slut, it acts like a slut, I think it’s probably a slut!” Calli joked.

Immy saw the handle of the strap covered in her own juices. It was what Calli had used to fuck her. Calli held it up to Immy’s lips.

“Clean up your mess, slut!”

Immy opened her mouth and accepted the dildo. Her mouth was so full of Azure’s juice she wasn’t able to get a clear sense of her own taste. She worked her tongue around the plastic, cleaning it, feeling very submissive and calm. Fulfilled, even though Crimzon wasn’t there.

Calli gradually fed the dildo further into Immy’s mouth until it touched the back of her throat and caused her to gag. The final few inches Immy had to lick with the dong outside of her mouth. She could smell and taste nothing but pussy.

“Do you want to come back here again, Immy?” Calli asked as she stroked Immy’s backside once again.

“Yes please, Miss Calli.” Immy answered without a second thought.
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It felt to Calli that her life was running away from her and she was fighting desperately to catch up, emotionally and psychologically. It was wild. Every few days she experienced things that turned her equilibrium upside-down. Sensations, pleasures and titillations that exploded her mind, causing her to feel alive in a way she never had before and never knew was possible.

After a life heretofore spent riding a dozy donkey, she now found herself on a bucking bronco, holding on for dear life, even though she maybe should have let go some time before. She didn’t have control but she didn’t want it to stop. She didn’t even know who she was any more.

She had been given sessions to dominate the new girl, Immy. They had given her lessons on how to do it. She had been taught how to use the strap, practicing on Bubblegum and Azure. She had been beating other human beings, other women! Such a thing would have been inconceivable just a few weeks ago. She found it thrilling. Did that make her a monster?

Now she was back at Raven’s studio for her second visit following an afternoon of crazy, kinky sex with the goth last Sunday.

Raven was another stripper at the club. A close friend of Crimzon and the second most popular artiste at Le Moulin Noir. Calli added up the figures so she knew that Raven and Crimzon were the money-spinners for the club, they could earn astonishing amounts of dough. Which was why Raven could afford this riverfront studio with its full length and height window that looked directly out onto the water.

The goth was very assertive – Calli wasn’t a strong enough personality to compete with her. She was genuinely afraid of what Raven would coax her into doing, but the excitement of being with her had drawn her back.

Calli had been surprised to have got the original invite in the first place. She had little direct contact with the strippers and waitresses (except for Azure) but she had been in the dressing room sorting out a tax code query with Emerald when she bumped into Raven, who had flirted with her outrageously (Calli couldn’t get used to how brazen these women were, so sexual, even backstage, so confident and comfortable in their personas.) Truth be told, Calli had been incredibly flattered by Raven’s interest in her.

Even in the privacy of her own home, Raven remained pure goth. Pale-faced, heavy black eye make-up and purple glossed lips, her long black hair streaked with purple flowed about her like a cape. With her long face and nose she looked like an archetypal witch or vampire – a young Morticia Addams.

Despite the artifice of her appearance and breasts that were too large for her narrow frame, Calli found Raven very sexy. Playful eyes and a captivating smile gave her an attractive personality and Calli remembered that Raven had been dancing that first time she had entered the VIP suite at the club, how skilful and athletic her performance had been.

Last week they had made-out on Raven’s sofa for a long while. It had been amazing, she was so skilled with her mouth and her fingers, so sensuous. They had finished up entwined in a scissor position, grinding their vulvas together to a crashing orgasm for Calli.

Then they had moved to the bed, where Raven had fucked Calli with a strap-on, giving her the best fuck of her life. Raven had held Calli’s wrists pinned down above her head. Calli had enjoyed the feeling of being controlled, it had enhanced the experience. What did that mean? Did she have submissive tendencies as well as dominant ones?

After that, with Calli still on her back on the bed, Raven had loomed over her, pinning her hands once again, sitting on her chest, pressing her sex to Calli’s mouth. It was her first taste of pussy. She had liked it, feeling depraved as she responded to Raven’s dominance of her. Calli couldn’t wait to come back for more, even though it was clear what the nature of their relationship would be, so here she was, a week later.

“Have you ever worn rubber, Calli?” Raven asked in her lilting Geordie accent.

Calli shook her head.

“Would you like to?”

Twenty minutes later Calli was looking at herself in a mirror. She was wearing a black catsuit that zipped up the back right to the top of her neck. The feel of it was amazing. With every movement it slid across her skin, caressing her softly. She could easily see why people were attracted to wearing it and not just because it was so visually striking.

Raven was polishing it until it shone like a snooker ball. She had told Calli to put her boots back on – the knee-high black pair with a four-and-a-half-inch stiletto. Calli couldn’t believe how good she looked. She ran her palm across her abdomen, realizing she had been unconsciously swaying her hips to feel the rubber slipping over her buttocks.

“And the corset, pet!”

Raven wrapped the corset around Calli’s torso and began to lace. Calli watched her waist get smaller and smaller in the mirror.

“Breathe in as deep as you can. Pull your tummy in.”

It was so tight by the time Raven had finished Calli was unable to take a full breath. It looked fantastic but it was so uncomfortable. How could women wear these things for real – it was torture, as well as such a symbol of male oppression for hundreds of years. Wasn’t the point of feminism that women consign things like this to history books?

“I don’t think I can take this for very long!” Calli remarked.

“You look sensational!” Raven cupped her hands around Calli’s rigid midriff. “One has to suffer to look this great. You’ll soon get used to it.”

Calli thought not, but kept quiet. Raven helped Calli roll matching gloves onto her hands and all the way up to her biceps. These were immediately uncomfortable too, gripping her limbs so tightly.

Raven stood behind her, studying Calli’s reflection in the mirror. Her hands came around and cupped Calli’s breasts, squeezing and manipulating them, rubbing Calli’s nipples. Calli moaned with pleasure.

“Don’t you make a fine rubber slut!”

Calli wanted to object to being called a slut. Azure and Immy were sluts, letting anybody do anything to them. Calli was just exploring her sexuality.

One hand dropped lower to cup her crotch, gently massaging her labia through the latex. Calli sighed, her eyes half closing. She was so turned-on.

Then Raven was gone, but only for a few seconds, long enough for Calli to miss the feel of intimate touches to her body, the warmth of Raven’s body against her own. When she came back there was more gleaming latex in her hand.

“Let’s complete the look!”

Before Calli had quite worked out what was about to happen, Raven was pulling a rubber helmet over her head. Calli’s protestations were ignored, then lost inside the latex. The cool, smooth material pressed against her face and enveloped her skull. Raven adjusted the fit so that Calli’s eyes were centred over the eyeholes. She pressed the mouth hole around Calli’s lips, which was a tight fit, pinching the flesh around her mouth and pushing her lips out in an exaggerated pout.

It took quite some time for Raven to tuck all of Calli’s hair inside the helmet, then she laced it closed down the back of Calli’s head and neck, pulling the rubber even tighter to Calli’s scalp and face. At first it felt intriguing, a new sensation, and in the mirror Calli could see how exotic she looked. She pressed her latex covered fingers to her cheeks in wonder. The helmet reached right down to the bottom of her neck. It soon began to feel cloying.

Raven finished by wrapping a stiff, boned collar around Calli’s throat that tucked under her chin, forcing her to keep her head up. That also laced down the back. Calli was feeling highly restricted and uncomfortable now. What had she got herself into?

Raven’s hands grabbed Calli’s buttocks and squeezed them.

“You look fucking gorgeous in rubber! So fucking hot!”

Her hands roamed over Calli’s body, fingers pressed into Calli’s crotch, rubbing hard. Calli groaned again, pressing back to increase the friction. She could feel Raven’s huge breasts pushing into her back. She was so aroused. Both of Raven’s hands finished back on Calli’s breasts, gently grinding them into her chest. Thumbs and forefingers pinched and rolled Calli’s nipples through the latex.

Turning Calli slightly, Raven moved in front of her. They looked at one another. The Goth’s eyes were so dark it was hard to read them. Again, she grabbed Calli’s bottom, pulling the two women together, her soft plump lips enveloped Calli’s mouth in a passionate, assertive kiss. Wow, she was a great kisser! Calli responded eagerly. After the clumsy efforts of her old boyfriends, the women at Le Moulin Noir were such an eye opener for Calli, causing her to realize what she had been missing out on. She couldn’t get enough of it.

Hands moved onto Calli’s shoulders. As Raven broke the kiss, she softly but insistently pushed Calli down onto her knees. Raven was wearing a massively oversized Evanescence T-shirt that hung off one shoulder and reached down to her thighs. She pulled the black cotton up to reveal her naked, clean-shaven mound. She shuffled forward, straddling Calli and wrapping her hands around the rubberized skull between her legs, pressing Calli’s face into her crotch.

Calli could smell Raven’s arousal before her lips touched the labia in front of her. She enthusiastically locked her mouth on the vulva, pushing her tongue inside the hot and wet interior, remembering and relishing the taste of Raven from last week. Raven made wordless noises and pushed her hips forward.

“Make me cum, Calli!”

Very conscious of her inexperience at cunnilingus, Calli didn’t want to disappoint Raven. She remembered all the fantastic oral sex she had received from Azure in the last few weeks and tried to emulate those techniques. She worked her tongue hard, noting what drew a positive reaction. After a while, Raven took control, moving Calli’s head, grinding herself on Calli’s mouth. Calli’s hands slid up Raven’s toned, hard-muscled thighs and grabbed a hold of her backside. The goth became increasingly animated, squirming and writhing.

“Faster! Harder!”

Her fingers were rubbing Calli’s scalp, squeaking against the latex.

Calli gave it everything she had. Her tongue was aching, not used to this kind of activity, but she persevered. Raven cried out as she came, manhandling Calli’s head quite roughly. She was really wet now, spreading her juice over Calli’s lower face, filling the kneeling woman’s mouth with her essence.

Eventually, Raven was still and released her grip on Calli’s head. Calli was out of breath, frustrated that the tightness of the corset prevented her from drawing in the air she needed.

“Good girl.”

The patronizing tone simultaneously left her feeling indignant and also gave her a sexual thrill, leaving her baffled as to what was going on in her head.

The goth began to scrape her pussy juice from Calli’s face, feeding it to the kneeling woman on her finger. Calli looked reproachfully up at Raven but opened her mouth and sucked the finger clean each time.

“My little rubber slut! How adorable you look! Just one more thing to get your appearance just right. Sit on my dressing table stool.”

Calli obeyed, uncomfortable at the power dynamic that was developing between them but unsure what to do about it. For the next few minutes, Raven added more make-up to Calli’s eyes, including adding false lashes. She removed Calli’s pale pink lipstick and replaced it with a bright red, which she then glossed.

“You could really use some filler in these lips to make them nice and full and kissable.”

Calli didn’t like that idea but kept quiet.

“Miss Aston can be very supportive of things like that, loan you the money if you can’t afford it.”

Raven turned Calli around so she was facing the dressing table mirror. She was shocked how bizarre she appeared, looking more like a sex doll than a real woman. Despite herself, she found the sight very erotic, powerfully sexual.

“You look so sexy I wanna fuck you! Come.”

Taking Calli’s hand, Raven led her across to the bed. Calli felt as sexy as she looked. The anonymity of the outfit was liberating, helping her to shed her inhibitions and doubts. She could be somebody else, just let her everyday worries drift away.

Raven pushed Calli over onto the bed on her back. Calli lay still, looking up at Raven, her heart racing and her pussy burning with need. Raven pulled the T-shirt completely off over her head, leaving herself naked. Her sleek physique was gorgeous, spoilt for Calli by her fake looking breasts.

Climbing onto the bed and straddling Calli, Raven reached over to the top corner. Calli heard the rattle of chain but the high collar around her neck stopped her from being able to see what was happening. Raven took hold of Calli’s right wrist.

“Do you trust me, Calli?”

Their eyes locked. Calli nodded, even though she wasn’t sure she did. She was so turned-on and didn’t want to disrupt the eroticism of the moment.

Raven leaned over, her silky hair falling across Calli’s rubber clad cheeks. She kissed the woman underneath her.

“Just go with it this once. I promise it will make the experience more intense and enjoyable. If you don’t like it, we won’t try it again.”

Calli let her arm be stretched out to the corner of the bed. She felt a cuff being buckled around her wrist. Raven turned slightly to repeat the action with Calli’s other arm. Calli tugged on the cuffs, establishing for certain that her wrists were held tight. She felt a thrill pass through her, part fear, but mostly excitement, knowing she had placed herself in a helpless position in the hands of this dominant woman. She wasn’t submissive, was she? They were just playing and she was rolling with the moment.

Raven lifted Calli’s leg, bending it at the knee and spreading it wide. She tutted.

“You really need to work out some. You’re not limber at all!”

She had to lean right over the edge of the bed and adjust a chain before she cuffed Calli’s ankle in that uncomfortable position. Soon Calli’s other leg was fastened similarly, leaving her with her crotch exposed and lifted upwards. She could feel her muscles straining and aching already. It was an awkward, splayed position, made to look all the stranger by the gleaming latex covering her legs, shining like wet tar.

Raven recommenced massaging Calli’s pussy through the rubber, causing the bound woman to squirm in delight, squeaking and gasping.

“Won’t be a minute, pet!”

As Raven climbed off the bed, Calli watched her fantastic tight bottom and her long hair swaying across her back until she moved out of sight. She was so sexy Calli was aching with desire for her. Calli tugged uselessly on her bound limbs, assuring herself of her helpless status.

She writhed, feeling the catsuit’s soft caress with every movement. It was so tactile, she loved the sensations – except for her head, which was starting to burn miserably hot inside its humid prison. She desperately wanted to touch herself. She was so horny and the anticipation was killing her.

Raven moved back into Calli’s view. She was wearing a huge strap-on that pointed out in front of her. Calli’s eyes grew wide. Raven climbed back on to the bed, her mouth twisted in an evil grin.

“This is bigger than the one I used last week. It’ll feel amazing, believe me!”

Calli pulled at her bonds once again, scared and excited in equal measure. She had never had anything that big inside her. Raven’s hands returned to Calli’s body, squeezing her breasts, pinching her nipples. Her hands closed around Calli’s narrowed waist, slipped down to caress her thighs. At last the hands reached her sex, rubbing and teasing. Calli wriggled, murmuring in frustration.

Laughing, Raven finally started to open the zip that passed through Calli’s crotch. Cool, fresh air kissed her vulva and bumhole as the stretched latex parted. A finger was drawn down between her labia, inducing another moan of pleasure.

“Look at how wet you are! Don’t dare tell me you aren’t enjoying this!”

Raven climbed over Calli, letting the realistic glans of the dildo rest against her cleft.

“Tell me you want it!”

“I want it, Raven!” Calli gasped.

“That’s Miss Raven to you!”

“I want it, Miss Raven!” Calli was so excited and caught up in the moment she didn’t realize until later the Rubicon she had crossed by addressing the goth in that way.

“What do you want?” Raven teased.

“I want that huge dong inside me, Miss Raven!”

“Inside what?”

Calli knew the word Raven wanted to hear.

“I want that huge dong in my hot, wet pussy, Miss Raven!”

A big smile on her face, Raven pressed an index finger against Calli’s mouth. At the same time she eased the dildo inside Calli’s sex.

Calli’s eyes grew even wider as she felt her pussy stretching open to accommodate the big phallus. Raven pushed in gently, giving Calli the chance to adapt to the penetration. It was initially uncomfortable, but it quickly became pleasurable. She felt so full. It was an incredible sensation. Both women locked eyes again.

“What do you want me to do, Calli?”

“Fuck me, Miss Raven, Fuck me hard!”

Withdrawing until just the head was still inside Calli, Raven pushed in again, firmly but slowly. Calli shuddered with pleasure, holding the tension in the restraints binding her limbs. Raven was right, being bound did intensify the sensations. She was sure the corset was increasing the feeling of fullness, too.

Gradually, Raven increased the pace and force of each stroke until she was properly fucking Calli, dragging her breasts across Calli’s rubber-skinned body. Calli pushed back against each penetration, increasing the sensation even more. Her spread-apart legs were hurting, her ribcage ached from the corset and her head was really uncomfortable in the helmet, but none of it mattered when the pleasure was this great. She squealed in delight to each thrust of the dildo.

Raven dropped even lower, her hair blinding Calli as it fell across her face. Calli felt Raven drag her tongue over her rubberized cheek, before the goth pulled back, cackling with laughter, a witch’s laugh. Calli was being fucked hard and fast now and felt her climax rising sooner than she wished. She really didn’t want this to stop but she just couldn’t hold it back.

She howled as the orgasm hit, writhing, pulling at the cuffs, bouncing on the mattress, bucking against the woman on top of her who was cackling once more. She savoured every second of the euphoria from the most powerful climax she had ever had. Every time she thought they couldn’t get better, they did.

Raven continued to drive into Calli until she came herself, collapsing onto the woman underneath her. Both of them were panting from the exertion, Raven was giggling. They lay still until they had both recovered. Raven kissed Calli again, more softly this time, affectionately. A hand stroked Calli’s head.

“What a slut you are!”

Much as she wanted to argue that, Calli didn’t really see how she could, given her recent behaviour.

Raven withdrew from Calli’s pussy, then eased herself up the bed to sit on Calli’s chest. She directed the tip of the glistening strap-on to Calli’s mouth.

“Open!”

Calli hesitated. If she did that she really was accepting Raven’s complete dominance over her. Making her suck her own vaginal juice off the dildo she had just been fucked with! It was gross. It was depraved. It was submissive.

In fact, Calli couldn’t stop it from happening. Raven gripped Calli’s chin either side of her mouth and squeezed, forcing her mouth open, she didn’t resist. The goth eased the dildo deep into Calli’s mouth.

“Suck on that for a while.”

Calli tasted herself for the first time. This was so wrong, but it gave her a thrill.

“Clean your mess off it.”

Her tongue explored the fake phallus, wiping off the secretions, while Raven moved it back and forth inside her mouth. Soon the taste of herself was overpowering. They looked at one another, both understanding a new power dynamic.

Raven removed the dildo from the strap holding it in place at her crotch, leaving it sticking out of Calli’s mouth as she climbed off the bed. She unfastened Calli’s right ankle from its uncomfortable position. The bound woman groaned around the dong in her mouth as she straightened out the leg, which had become stiff and painful.

“You really need to visit a gym and get supple if you’re into kinky sex, Cal.”

No one called her Cal. She hated being called Cal.

If she thought she was about to be released, she was soon disabused of that idea when, to her dismay, Raven stretched her leg out towards the bottom corner of the bed and cuffed it in place again. It was a much more comfortable position, but still!

Calli made the only noise she could with a huge dildo lodged in her mouth.

“We’ve not finished yet, pet. Round two is gonna be even better than round one!”
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Laying spreadeagled across Raven’s bed, each limb chained to a corner, Calli heard voices from across the other side of the studio. In addition to those cuffs, Raven had also fixed two chains from the bedhead to rings on the side of Calli’s collar, meaning she could only lift her head a couple of inches off the mattress before they snapped taught. Similarly, she could only move her head an inch or two to each side.

“I have some friends coming over. I want us all to have a lot of fun together. I want you to trust me that you’ll have a great time. Just give it a try, will you do that?” Raven had said.

Calli’s mind had spun into a frenzy. Strangers? Seeing her like this. Having access to her body. She had fought panic. This was so out-of-control, a terrifying prospect, yet she felt her arousal surge back to life at the idea. She didn’t know what to do or say. She couldn’t let her pussy make reckless decisions for her, could she?

“I have these!” Raven had held up her hand, showing two shaped bits of plastic lying in her open palm. “They are lenses that fit into the helmet you are wearing. They are one way – you will be able to see out, but the outsides look like mirrors, anyone looking at them will only see their reflection.”

Calli could see this.

“When I put these on you, no one will be able to recognize you as long as you don’t speak. You can remain an anonymous rubber slut!”

Calli stared at Raven. This was crazy.

“You can enjoy yourself and only you and I will have known it was you!”

Raven had tweaked each of Calli’s nipples.

“You wanna play the game?”

Calli found herself nodding. A shiver of fear passed through her.

“Tell me!”

“I want to play the game, Miss Raven.”

“Excellent!”

The lenses left Calli feeling strangely isolated from the world around her. Another visible sign of her humanity had been removed. She was now just a sex object, the only parts of her visible were her mouth and her pussy. For some reason the idea excited her.

Her imagination ran riot, thinking of all the things – good and bad – that could be done to her in this vulnerable position. This was absurd. Was she unhinged? But the memory of the stunning orgasm she had received just a while ago was still fresh. Raven had said it would be fantastic and she had been right. Calli wanted more. She felt so alive.

She had heard the doorbell chime, then the voices. She could feel herself getting wet again. Every so often she tugged at her restraints, she squirmed to feel the latex move against her skin. But she was left alone and ignored, staring at the curtain that separated the bed area from the rest of the studio, waiting for it to part.

When eventually it did, she was surprised to see one of the other strippers from Le Moulin Noir appear. Calli had seen her in passing a couple of times; she was hard to forget! She had the most massive breasts in proportion to her skinny frame, even by the standards set at the club. She also had a head of long, sleek hair coloured grey – not old-person grey but a vibrant, bold hue and big, innocent looking eyes.

She was wearing a short latex dress that matched the colour of her hair. It must have been custom-made to be able to contain that startling chest. The wide straps passing across her shoulders framed a very low cut front revealing her astonishing cleavage. Her face lit up with excitement when she saw Calli’s rubbery star-shaped form spread out on the bed.

“Hi! Great to see you!” She exclaimed, climbing straight up onto the bed.

Calli tried to get her brain in gear to put a name to the woman. It should be easy, they were all colour-coded after all! But she wasn’t in a thinking mode, very much a feeling mode. She was more interested in the vibrator the girl had in her hand.

“Wow! You look so sexy!”

A hand immediately began stroking the latex covering Calli’s body.

Ash. The woman had to be Ash. Calli managed to tie up the name from the payroll list. Underneath the trowelled on make-up she was actually genuinely pretty. Her hand pawed across Calli’s breasts.

“Your tits are so small!” She exclaimed. “Sorry, I shouldn’t have said that! It’s just that I work at the same place as Raven. We’re surrounded by big tits all the time, you kinda take them for granted. No offence.”

Ash was kneeling beside Calli. She found and pinched each of Calli’s nipples, causing the bound woman to gasp.

“Do you mind if I kiss you?” Ash had such a soft, breathy voice.

Calli shook her head as much as she was able.

Ash’s lips were puffy, in a permanent pout. They felt so soft and full against Calli’s mouth. Ash’s hair shrouded Calli’s head. It was a short kiss, Ash pulling away giggling.

“Your mouth tastes of pussy!” She giggled again.

Calli was mortified, finally glad of the helmet to hide her blushes.

“So you’ve been having plenty of fun already!”

The vibrator in Ash’s hand came to life, humming quietly. Ash put her finger on the tip and giggled once more.

“Too low!”

The buzzing increased as she turned up the setting. She pressed the tip against one of her own nipples, clearly visible through the thin latex of her dress, erect and pierced.

“Ooh! That’s great!”

She lowered the head of the vibrator on to Calli’s left nipple, which was already hard and within a few second felt like it was going to burst. Calli groaned.

“Fab, Huh?”

Ash moved the device across to Calli’s right nipple, while her free hand started to massage Calli’s left breast, causing the bound girl to gasp and squirm at the lovely sensations, tugging reflexively on the cuffs holding her in place.

Slowly, Ash slid the vibrator down Calli’s body. As if crossed the corset it felt very strange, causing the whole corset to shudder, tremors of which passed right down into Calli’s sex. The device stopped moving when it reached Calli’s mound, pressing into her right above her labia. The sensation was amazing, the vibrations passing straight through to her most sensitive places. She cried out. It felt like her entire sex was singing. Her hips and pussy spasmed multiple times as her arousal raged.

“Oh!.. Oh!” Calli couldn’t keep quiet.

Keeping the pressure on, Ash nonchalantly eased the tip of the vibrator inside the opened zip of the catsuit’s crotch and directly on to Calli’s labia. Calli screeched and squealed and bucked. It felt fantastic. Already she desperately wanted to cum again.

The vibrator slid down the full length of one labium, its tip just threatening to push inside her, then all the way back up the other one. It moved so slowly, constantly but subtly changing the feeling inside her. Calli closed her eyes and murmured contentedly.

Then it was gone. She opened her eyes to see a tall amazonian figure standing at the bottom of the bed. It was Turquoise, the waitress that Calli had spoken to outside the club on that fateful night when she had discovered that Charlotte was Azure.

The woman was staring at Calli’s bound, rubber-enveloped form, eyes sparkling with lust. All she was wearing was a corset and long boots that reached right up to her crotch, except for the harness of the strap-on that Raven had used to fuck Calli earlier in the afternoon. The huge fake dong was swaying out in front of her. She was breathtakingly beautiful, her blonde hair hanging around her like a veil, only partially hiding her superbly toned and sculptured body. She was an erotic vision. She climbed onto the bed between Calli’s splayed legs

Calli felt her pussy pulsing with desire in anticipation of what was about to happen, craving it.

The waitress ran her hands up Calli’s thighs until they wrapped around her waist. Calli felt like a doll in her hands as the corset was squeezed and she felt the woman’s strength. The palms moved up to cover Calli’s breasts, grinding them into her chest, thumbs toggling her nipples violently.

Finally, Turquoise pressed the back of her hand against Calli’s mouth. Calli dutifully kissed it, squirming with excitement. Turquoise was smiling at her, almost a sneer. She really was scary. Calli felt so vulnerable and it thrilled her.

Turquoise rubbed the dildo up and down Calli’s labia, teasing her. She twitched and moaned, desperate to be fucked again. At last she felt herself being spread open and felt the imitation cock enter her. Calli gasped as the huge girth stretched her tunnel wide for the second time in an hour. Now though she took it more comfortably – the pleasure was exquisite. She adored the feeling of fullness. Turquoise kept pushing in. Calli had never been penetrated so deeply or felt so dominated.

The black woman was leaning right over Calli, her breasts on Calli’s chest, eyes boring into Calli’s as if the reflective lenses weren’t hiding her eyes. Turquoise’s lips spread open in a massive smile, revealing perfect, brightly bleached teeth. The smile of a crocodile. Shit, the woman was frightening! Calli shivered. Turquoise slowly withdrew, then thrust into Calli again, hard. Calli squealed in ecstasy.

“Budge up, Turq!”

The mattress sank on one side as Raven climbed onto the bed. There were now four women on the bed!

Turq straightened up, pulling the dildo out of Calli until only the head remained inside her. That was the last that Calli was going to see as Raven’s knees straddled either side of her and the goth spun around, her back to the bedhead, and then just sat on Calli’s face.

Calli’s nose slipped between Raven’s rock-hard buttocks and pressed against the woman’s bumhole. Calli just had time to grab a breath through her mouth before Raven pivoted forward and pressed her pussy against it. At the same time, Turquoise began to fuck Calli hard and fast.

“Rim me, Ash!” Calli heard Turq snap.

Calli stabbed her tongue inside Raven, tasting the now familiar flavour of the goth, overwhelmed at the situation she was in, all her senses being assaulted at once. Already she was writhing from the fucking she was receiving, pleasure radiating throughout her body.

Her tongue explored Raven’s slick, warm interior, more confident now of how to please her. Hands were on her breasts again, manipulating them, attacking her nipples through the rubber. It was all a sensual overload, so intense. She quickly found her second climax about to arrive and gloried in it, letting it rise up to consume her. She screamed into Raven’s pussy, trying to buck against the two bodies on top of her, feeling the dildo stretching her, pounding into her. It was sensational.

Slowly the euphoria started to dissipate. She wanted to relax, luxuriate in the profound experience, but it wasn’t over, neither Raven nor Turquoise had finished. She would continue to be fucked hard, her tongue had to keep working. She had lost her rhythm on her breathing and was struggling for air, feeling light-headed. She was powerless and being used, like a sex object.

The fucking went on for a long time, Turq was so strong and in control of herself. For a while it was uncomfortable, before Calli’s pussy began to hum with pleasure again. Her tongue worked frantically to get Raven off, but having cum not so long ago, it took a lot of effort.

Meanwhile, Calli’s nose was pushing through Raven’s sphincter every time the goth leaned backwards to let Calli grab some air. Her mouth was filling with pussy juice which she had to swallow down to be able to get a clear breath. The depravity of it all only fuelled her lust and her excitement began to rise again.

Raven writhed as she climaxed, Calli could feel her wetness spreading everywhere. The messy pummelling of her face actually distracted Calli and she didn’t realize Turq had cum until the thrusting stopped with the dildo buried deep inside her.

Calli was feeling faint when Raven finally rolled off her, desperate to draw in as much air as the infernal corset would allow. She wasn’t sure if she blanked out for a few moments or not. When she had calmed down and regulated her breathing, becoming aware of her surroundings once more, she was alone again.

Her face felt as if she had been in a punch-up. Her pussy was sore and her waist and ribcage ached. Her face was covered in Raven’s pussy juice and she had no way to wipe it off. Every breath she took she could smell Raven’s arsehole and her mouth was full of the taste of the goth. She tugged ineffectually on the cuffs holding her in position. Despite everything, she felt strangely sated and calm, as well as incredibly tired.

She must have dozed off, awaking to the mattress moving and the sight of Turquoise looming over her again. The waitress sat on Calli’s chest, knees either side of Calli’s head. Turq’s pussy was just inches from her mouth. It seemed unusually large to Calli, even the woman’s labia looked muscular. A triangle of trimmed pubic hair was dyed to match the colour of her head hair. If she looked up, all she could see was Turq’s huge breasts and the top of her rippling six-pack bulging above her short corset. How much time did Turq spend in the gym to get her body into that shape? Calli had another shiver of fear and arousal to be at her mercy.

Calli heard a snap of fingers.

“Clean her up!”

From the side, a hand holding a wet wipe appeared to mop up the mess on Calli’s face. The grey-painted talons on the end of the fingers showed the hand belonged to Ash. Calli’s mouth was gently cleaned. The antiseptic caused her lips to tingle. They felt bruised and swollen after two sessions on Raven’s pussy – especially the rather violent second one. That counted for nothing as Turq pushed her own sex onto Calli’s mouth.

It was only the second pussy she had tasted – other than her own – and it had a different tang to it, a stronger taste. She pushed her tongue inside and explored the wet and warm interior.

Turq’s hands came down to wrap around Calli’s rubber encapsulated head. Inside the helmet, with Turq’s powerful thighs either side of her, Calli felt trapped and claustrophobic. This was exacerbated as Turq’s hips began to move, controlling where Calli’s tongue went. Calli’s nose would be repeatedly engulfed by the pussy and she had to grab air where she could. She felt completely objectified, like she was just a masturbatory tool. Why didn’t that appal her? She should be appalled!

Her tongue tired quickly – it wasn’t used to this much hard work – but the only way to get respite was to bring off the woman as soon as possible. Turq had already shown she had staying power, getting a second orgasm out of her was going to be even tougher. Calli swallowed hard.

“Perk her up!” Turq’s voice was throaty, thick with lust.

She squirmed and ground her pussy on Calli’s face. Calli could feel it getting another coating of sticky fluid. She squeaked and jerked her hips as she felt something press against her own pussy. It was the vibrator that Ash had used on her earlier, only it was now working on a higher setting, buzzing forcefully. It moved up and down her labia, creating exquisite new pleasure. Calli wiggled helplessly. She couldn’t take any more, could she?

The vibrator pushed inside her, sliding up to tease around her clit without actually touching it. It felt so good. Calli’s arousal was back full force.

All she could taste and smell was Turq, her upper body held still and completely controlled by the woman, meanwhile, Calli’s hips bucked and wriggled in response to the vibrator, her legs pulled at the ankle cuffs holding her spread so vulnerably open. Her tongue worked frenetically inside Turq, trying to work out which touches drew the best response.

For a while the vibrator fucked her – it felt heavenly – but then it moved up to graze Calli’s clit and she leapt up to the limit of her freedom, squealing into Turq’s pussy, her own pussy spasming repeatedly. It was amazing. As the vibrator pressed harder on her most sensitive of spots, Calli had her third climax of the afternoon. This one happened in slow-motion, aching slightly. She froze as her body was consumed with ecstasy once more. It seemed to last for minutes.

She continued to stab her tongue inside Turq as hard as she could, concentrating on the woman’s own clitoris. As the gentle swell of her orgasm rose and ebbed, she pummelled the pearl until eventually she was able to get Turq to cum. Turq’s thighs closed tightly around Calli’s head, used her nose to get maximum stimulation, filling it with her juice. Calli struggled desperately to get enough air until the woman shifted as she collapsed onto Calli, sliding down enough that she could breathe again.

Calli was utterly exhausted, lying limply except for her chest, which rose and fell dramatically. Every part of her ached, especially her pussy. It was a relief when Turq finally rolled off her completely.

“Can I have a go now?”

Ash’s words were received with dismay by Calli. Her lips felt like they were swollen to twice their normal size and tenderized, her tongue ached abominably.

“Sure!” Turq’s last word before she disappeared through the curtain.

Ash was kneeling to the side of Calli. Her latex dress had been both pushed down and pulled up so that it was wrapped closely around her waist. Her breasts were just immense and sat unnaturally on her chest, tipped by large, erect nipples with sizable rings through them. She was very pretty, but those tits did make her look a bit of a freak.

She had another wet wipe in her hand and used it to clean up Calli’s face once again. Calli attempted to blow Turq’s pussy juice out of her nose with only partial success.

“Don’t worry, I’ll give you a little break to recover first. I’m usually the one in your position. I know what it’s like when you’re eating pussy all afternoon!” She giggled and lay down beside Calli, a hand roaming over Calli’s body. She kissed Calli’s cheek.




Calli dozed off again after Ash had gone. She was losing her grip on reality after eating out yet another pussy, her mouth now filled with the taste of yet another woman. Ash had used the vibrator again at the same time, bringing Calli off for the fourth time. She was completely shattered physically and emotionally.

She had only been expecting to stay for the afternoon, but she finished up spending the night. When Raven eventually released her from the bed, it was only to allow Calli to go to the bathroom and clean herself up. The goth wouldn’t even remove the hateful helmet, the novelty of which had long since worn off.

Raven then cuffed Calli’s wrists behind her back and fastened a leather leash to her collar. Calli was strangely docile – she put it down to tiredness and sexual exhaustion – but she was quite happy to stay in Raven’s company and let the woman play with her. It must have been the biggest of post-orgasmic hazes, just content not to think or worry about anything.

She spent an evening meal on her knees beside Raven’s chair, her leash tied to the leg of the table, being fed titbits from the stripper’s plate. She was given a little wine and some water from glasses put to her lips while her wrists remained bound behind her. She felt like a little baby.

Those wrist cuffs were only removed once, when Raven played some loud rock music and the two women danced together for a while. But when Raven watched some TV later, it was with Calli on her knees once more, her head laying in Raven’s lap as the goth sat on the sofa. Calli’s hands were bound behind her again as the stripper absently stroked her rubber covered head.

Even when they went to bed, Calli remained fully encased in latex and still in her boots. Raven chained Calli’s collar to the bedhead once more and left her arms locked behind her still. Calli was so tired she did sleep a lot, but awoke frequently in discomfort from the corset and the helmet and once when Raven scissored her, pressing their pussy’s together, grinding until they both came.

In the morning, Calli found herself once more between Raven’s legs, giving the goth oral again. When she finally left she was still in shock from the whole experience, confused, but strangely content and at peace with the world. What an adventure! She found herself missing Raven’s company very quickly.
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Monday 8th August 8:56am

Immy stared at her face in the mirror. She had changed beyond all recognition. Part of her was horrified at that – correction – most of her was horrified at what they were turning her into, but the pleasure she derived from acquiescing to their demands, to giving up control of her own identity, it was just too powerful to resist. Plus the sex she was having was so mind-blowingly terrific, she was constantly craving more, was prepared to accept whatever it took to get it…possibly…probably…

The template was in front of her every time she entered Le Moulin Noir. Azure, once supposedly a shy introvert like her, changed into a dazzling extrovert, whose complete identity – superficially and internally – had been shaped to the sexual ideal of her mistress, Crimzon.

Azure lived in her own sexual nirvana of pleasure, pain and submission. All extraneous matter – physical or psychological – had been removed. She was just sex and subservience and she gloried in it.

That aspect was incredibly appealing to Immy. To just give yourself mind and body to Crimzon, no limit, no prevarication. But that took astonishing courage – courage she didn’t think she had. And anyway, that wasn’t an option for Immy. Immy would never be to Crimzon what Azure was (to be fair, Crimzon had told her that from the outset.) But Immy’s infatuation with Crimzon hadn’t lessened.

The statuesque redhead remained the centre of Immy’s sexual fantasies. It had been immensely frustrating that Crimzon only involved herself around the periphery of Immy’s experiences at the club. In fact, she was seeing less of the dominant as time moved on. She hadn’t even gotten a kiss from Crimzon (other than kissing the woman’s boots) let alone to have a genuine intimate encounter with her, a chance to create a bond with her. She knew she was in denial, setting herself up for a world of heartache by continuing to hope… But she couldn’t help herself.

Even without Crimzon the club had become addictive for her, offering an excitement and vitality that had been missing in her life. But how far was she prepared to go? She didn’t know. She would have said at the start that she wouldn’t have gone this far. But every time they took her to the next step, she went with it. By increments she was moving towards that she most feared – being just another of the women who worked on the floor of the club, pandering to the desires of the grubby, sordid men who frequented it.

Two weeks ago had been a big couple of days. They had booked her an appointment at a hairdressers. She would have no say on what they did to her. Right up to the moment she arrived, she kidded herself she would walk away if she didn’t like what was happening. She had been terrified she would be shorn like Azure was, or turned into a peroxide blonde like most of the other women at the club.

She got neither of those. Her conservative mop of mousy hair had been coloured black and white and extended so it hung to below her shoulders. It was all mixed together, streaks of white and black – there was slightly more white, maybe 60% - 40%. She had never seen anything like it. She had been nonplussed. On one level she had to acknowledge it looked fantastic, in a very extrovert way. But it was attention-grabbing, everyone looked at her, and she was used to passing through the world unnoticed.

It had made her life uncomfortable. She had taken to wearing it up and hidden under a hat, when she could get away with that. But now, as she looked at herself in the mirror, having just finished her hair and make-up routine that had added more than half-an-hour to her morning preparations, she was looking at a new person. A sultry extrovert craving attention.

And there was a thrill that went straight to her pussy. Because Crimzon had done this to her, and pleasing Crimzon was a desperate need. She had ceded control of her appearance to another woman, giving up her autonomy, that was exciting and satisfying as well as frightening. And she couldn’t deny that she looked good, even if she now presented an image completely at odds with her personality.

The day after her hair appointment, she had been booked for a lip enhancement procedure. If Azure had not accompanied her, she would never have attended that, terrified at the prospect. It had hurt like hell and Immy had been distressed afterwards as her mouth had been so swollen. Azure had been correct though, she had said it would look great once the swelling had gone down.

The augmentation had been measured and proportionate. They were puffy and pouty, but could still pass for natural and they were so soft, it felt wonderful when she kissed other women. She loved them and they were something she would never have had the courage to get done of her own volition. She had been instructed to paint them bright red and gloss them, which unquestionably made them the most prominent feature on her face, unmistakably sexy.

A couple of days after that, Immy had been sent to a tattoo and piercing studio – this time on her own. On this occasion, she was determined to say no if she was to be given something she couldn’t handle. What she had received was a tongue piercing similar to Azure’s, near her tip. She poked her tongue out and examined it in the mirror. The ball sitting on the surface was half the size of Azure’s. It was still a little sore, but the swelling had gone down.

Despite the shock and trauma of the event itself, she was now pleased she had it. It would increase the pleasure she could give with cunnilingus, making her more desirable – when she was eventually cleared to resume oral sex again.

The tongue stud wasn’t the only thing she had acquired that day. She now had rings through her nipples. She wasn’t so sure about them, but she wouldn’t turn her back on Crimzon and Le Moulin Noir and all the experiences they had to offer for the sake of them. They weren’t permanent, she could remove them if necessary. She had been surprised how thick and heavy they were, although not as wide as the barbells Azure had through her nipples.

She was conscious of the drip-drip effect. Little by little she was being transformed and steered towards a scary place. Everyone was regarding her differently from how they had before. It couldn’t be denied, they were making her very overtly sexual and she was ambivalent about it. She was taking it day by day.

Her face was caked in make-up, her eyes dark and heavy as Azure had instructed her to do. The consolation was, with her new hair and lips, with the paint, Imogen was unrecognizable. She could walk past people she knew and they wouldn’t clock her.

Today her hair was down. Today she was going out in public with it down. Today was a huge step. She had quit her job at the supermarket two weeks ago. Today she started her new job, the office administrator at Le Moulin Noir. The money was considerably better, but now if she turned her back on the hedonism on offer, she would lose her income. It was a huge risk. She had spent her whole life playing safe and it had got her nowhere. She had to take a chance. Nothing ventured, nothing gained…

She had strict instructions on how she was to dress, including leaving her hair down. She could put it up and let it down as she arrived (how would they know?) But she had to get used to it. She couldn’t hide forever. She had to learn to live with being looked at, drawing attention. She turned away from the mirror.

Calli would be her boss. She had been dominating Immy regularly over the last few weeks, much more than Crimson’s occasional appearances. She felt her pussy tighten and warm at the thought of being under her authority all day every day. It was both scary and exciting. She was a sexy, erotic woman and Immy had received great pleasure being submissive to her. She could be excessively and unnecessarily cruel at times, but Immy had learnt to trust her.

There seemed to be something special between Calli and Azure that Immy couldn’t quite work out, given that Azure belonged to Crimzon. She couldn’t understand how Crimzon could be so free with Azure. It seemed everyone and anyone at the club had access to her. If Azure had belonged to Immy she would have been so protective and possessive of such a treasure. But Immy respected Azure greatly and Azure obviously trusted and respected Calli, so Immy thought she could be happy working for Calli. Time would tell.

Immy was starting to acquire a collection of provocative clothing, and it would need to grow now that she would be working at the club. They had specified a dress code for her. Bizarrely, everything had to be black, white, or black and white, but always at least one thing of each colour.

Colour was fetishized by Crimzon (and the whole club for that matter – with all the strippers and waitresses named after colours.) Crimzon almost exclusively wore red, Azure virtually exclusively blue. Immy didn’t really understand the point, but it wasn’t for her to reason why.

But she did realize that dressing so strikingly was only going to make her stand out even more as she travelled to and from the club. She didn’t even ask if she could change when she arrived, she knew that would not be allowed. They wanted her to get used to being noticed, to make the same kind of statement Azure did when she was out and about. Immy couldn’t even cover everything up with a coat; it was August and far too warm for that.

She began to dress. Stockings were a requirement. Fence net mesh were the coolest to wear in the summer heat, but as far as Immy was concerned they looked trashy, slutty. But what the hell, she was going to look trashy anyway, so she might as well lessen the physical discomfort. They matched with her black thong and garter belt.

Her bras had to be of the push-up, shelf type. They lifted her tits (she wasn’t allowed to call them breasts anymore and she had been punished the one time she had called them that) and pushed them together. The satin fabric barely covered her nipples and successfully created a significant cleavage despite her relatively modest size.

She had been given a leather mini-skirt that was made up of black and white squares, each square about two inches across, they had also given her another that was white at the front and black at the back. She decided to wear the chequered one today. Both barely covered her stocking tops and when she sat down, they rode up enough to display the band around the top and her garter clips.

Azure had visited Immy’s tiny studio flat to go through her wardrobe, creating a tiny pile of clothes that were acceptable for her to wear to work, which she had been told to keep separate from her regular wardrobe. She was only allowed to wear skirts and they had to be well above knee length. Her tops had to be tight-fitting or with a deep cleavage to draw attention to her tits. Choosing the most conservative of those options, she pulled on a white tank top. It clung tightly to her torso outlining her push-up bra, but it avoided showing most of the exposed skin of her breasts.

Finally, she put her boots on. They had given her two identical pairs, knee-high with a five-inch stiletto heel. She had been practicing, wearing them around the house for the last two weeks, and thought she was reasonably competent walking in them now. They were high quality and must have cost a fortune – a cost she would ultimately be paying for. These weren’t gifts she was being given, the outlay for her transformation was going to be deducted from her salary each month in reasonable instalments, according to Miss Aston.

Immy had only met Miss Aston the once, when she signed her employment contract, but she had been a terrifying presence. She had a hard, cruel countenance and a brusque, stern attitude that had given Immy the shakes. A shark about to dine and Immy was the meal.

Azure was petrified of her, even though she hadn’t spoken to Immy about the big boss at all, it was obvious. It was the only time Immy had seen a crack in the perfect submissive serenity that Azure displayed. Mention of Miss Aston, contact with her, and Azure’s anxiety was palpable, her eyes wide and fearful, her face paler.

Miss Aston had intimidated Immy into signing her contract without reading it first. Looking through her copy afterwards, Immy had found several ambiguous passages that she didn’t fully understand. She didn’t want to appear stupid and didn’t really have a close enough friend to discuss it with. No one from her old life knew she was going to work for a strip-joint and she wanted to keep it that way. She hoped she hadn’t made a terrible mistake.

The only difference between those two pairs of boots was the colour. Of course, one was black and one was white. But she had been explicitly told to never wear either as a pair. She had to wear one back and one white boot! How bizarre was that! Another thing to make her stand out from the crowd.

She sat on the end of her bed and pulled a white boot onto her left foot, a black boot onto her right. They were really tight-fitting, closing around her calves as she zipped them up and far too warm to be wearing for this time of year. The heels were really high, making her feel so tall. They arched her feet incredibly and changed her posture, pushing out her backside and chest. She hadn’t worn them outside yet.

Standing before the mirror again, she looked stunning, sexy as hell. She couldn’t have looked more extrovert and attention-seeking. The thought of walking out into the city’s streets like this was mortifying. But at the same time, conversely, it was also a little thrilling. She would never have believed that she could look so hot and sexually attractive. She should be justifiably confident that she looked good. And she was being obedient to Crimzon…

The heels made her feel statuesque, she simply couldn’t shuffle along with her head down trying to blend in like she usually did, they wouldn’t physically allow it, and she had been coached to radiate confidence, to welcome any attention she got. To move with grace and ease, not stiffly. Keep her head up, meet the gaze of anyone looking at her and smile. Project a personality that was alien to her. The whole thing was utter madness!

Taking a deep breath, she slung her handbag (black and white, of course) over her shoulder and made the short walk to her door, very definitely Immy now and not Imogen.
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Thursday 11th August 4:32pm

The electric shock was expected, but when it came it still caused Immy to gasp and squeak, to jerk, as the awful sharp pain hit. Tears formed in her eyes once again.

“Thank you, Miss Calli.” Immy’s voice was tremulous, but she tried to project a resolute tone. She had already received an extra shock for mumbling her gratitude for the electrical gift.

She hated the horrible ache that spread out in all directions from electrical pain and how slowly it dissipated.

Immy was in the office at Le Moulin Noir that she shared with Calli, who had turned out to be a harsher dominant than anticipated. This was Immy’s fourth day at her new job and it had been an extremely intense week. Currently she was in a fiendish predicament.

On her knees under Calli’s desk, she was dressed in only a waspie corset that had been laced brutally tight, her garter belt, stockings and boots. Her ankles were cuffed together and her wrists cuffed to her ankles. A collar around her neck was chained to a leg of the desk, holding her bent over.

Inside her rectum was the end of an anal hook that curved up from between her bottom cheeks. A rope was tied to the top of the hook, the other end of which was fastened in her braided hair, pulling her head back and up so that she was looking at the underneath of Calli’s desktop. Her scalp was throbbing from the constant pull, her neck aching and the hook was pinching her sphincter agonizingly, the bulb at the tip was pressing uncomfortably into her bowel wall.

To make matters worse, Calli had placed a board of nails under her breasts on the floor. The metal tips had been blunted so they couldn’t pierce her skin, but they still pricked her, digging into her sensitive flesh harshly whenever she tried to straighten her back at all. She had to keep her chest as high off the floor as she could. Where the hell had Calli got such a thing from?

Finally, a large vibrator was lodged deep in her pussy. The shaft of the device was covered in little bumps that inflicted the electric shocks. It was on a programmed cycle, starting by gently buzzing, sending waves of pleasure through her vagina. Slowly, the buzzing would increase until the device was vibrating quite vigorously, making her squirm and writhe in delight. But it found even greater power, moving inside her, driving her crazy, to desperately crave a climax. Just when she thought she was going to reach one, the device would shock her and then die.

For a couple of minutes, the vibrator would be still, allowing the pain to seep through her pussy, her lust to retreat. Then the cycle would start over again. This had been going on for a long while.

Calli had the ability to send additional shocks to the device whenever she pleased. Every time Immy received a shock she had to thank Calli.

Above her, Immy could hear the tapping of a keyboard as Calli worked on her computer. Calli’s booted feet were resting on Immy’s bottom, the stiletto tips pressing deeply into each buttock. This was the most tortuous experience Immy had gone through since she had been coming to the club. She had been strapped and belted several times, and while the pain was intense, it was over and done within a few minutes. But this seemed to be endless and very uncomfortable.

She had now been edged several times and was so aroused, so desperate to cum. Despite the horrible pain and the massive discomfort, her situation continued to excite her. She struggled with the mixed signals being generated by her body.

Once again the vibrator spurred back to life, caressing her vaginal walls exquisitely. Immy whimpered in helpless need and pity at her predicament.

It was Immy’s opinion that Calli was taking out her frustration at not being able to use Immy’s mouth – it was still a few days before she was allowed to partake in oral sex again following her tongue piercing and it seemed Calli hadn’t been aware of how long Immy’s mouth would not be available. The woman was watching Immy like a hawk. If she saw anything she didn’t like, Immy would be reprimanded and punished.

Having said that, Calli had allowed Immy to cum at least once every day (at least, until today) and despite everything Immy was having the most fulfilling sexual week of her life.

So far her duties had been pretty basic office work, easier than her old job despite the increase in her salary. But being on her feet for long periods in the ridiculous high heels caused a lot of discomfort even when she wasn’t being directly dominated.

The vibrator was now properly humming away, shifting subtly inside her, suffusing her pussy with delightful sensations. She opened her mouth and closed her eyes, savouring the pleasure, riding it to compensate for the pain in her scalp and neck, the ache in her breasts and bumhole. She so needed to climax. She wanted to fuck herself with the vibrator to increase the sensations and pulled uselessly at her bound wrists. Her breathing gradually grew heavier as her arousal escalated again.

Calli moved her feet slightly on Immy’s buttocks, screwing her stilettos deeper into the fleshy muscles. Immy whimpered again.

Slowly the vibrator worked its way up to full power, moving inside her like it was alive, an amazing feeling. Immy writhed uncontrollably, dragging the nails underneath her across her already sore breasts, exacerbating the tugging on her hair and the anal hook. She gasped and squeaked, knowing she was not going to get satisfaction even when her excitement reached fever pitch. It was so cruel!

Her hips were moving of their own volition. She couldn’t stop herself tugging at her bonds, constantly reinforcing her restricted state, squirming, panting. It was coming… She was so close…

At the instant the vibrator shocked her, it died. Immy’s strangled cry was piteous. More tears welled. So much pleasure, yet so much pain. So much frustration…

“Thank you, Miss Calli.”

Immy struggled to get her breath back before the whole routine started all over again.

Thursday 11th August 7:18pm

One of Immy’s main jobs was printing off posters, pictures and cards of the waitresses and dancers (Immy had made the mistake of speaking of the dancers as strippers. Azure had beaten her with the strap. They were to be referred to as exotic dancers or performance artistes.) The images could be bought from a small section of the bar that was given over to merchandise.

Calli left about five or six o’clock in the evening, Immy started at noon and worked through to about eight o’clock. She concentrated on this part of the job after Calli had left.

There was a computerized stock control system. Immy had to print off replacements for what had been sold the previous night and then take them down to the bar where the stock was kept. It was a quick way to learn the names and faces of the women and their level of popularity. The images were uniformly a series of topless shots featuring unfeasibly large breasts, and spending a couple of hours a day looking at them inevitably caused Immy to become more self-conscious of her own bust.

She didn’t think of herself as small-breasted, just about average, but compared to everyone else at the club she was the smallest by some margin (except for Calli who was genuinely smaller than her.) Before coming to the club, the size of her tits was something she had given little thought to once they had grown big enough to be unremarkable, but they were increasingly at the forefront of her mind as she was dressed to display and emphasize them on a daily basis and confront the fact that all those around her were significantly bigger.

No time was she more conscious of this than when she was behind the bar sorting out the posters and pictures. Not only was she looking at enormous tits when her head was down, whenever she looked up the real things were everywhere around her. She was different, abnormal, in this crowd. Something that had been central to her life to this point – blending in, not being noticed – was perversely inverted. Normal tits caused her to stand out.

Something that was increasing in frequency as the nights passed by was the requirement for her to go out onto the floor of the club and interact with the clientele, finalizing sales for the waitresses’ images. She didn’t like it one bit. She didn’t remember anything in her contract of employment about her having a customer facing position.

The floor manager would call to her over the bar.

“A4C for Emerald, table 10!”

If Immy had been upstairs or gone home, the thing would have been handled between the barmaids, floor manager and waitresses on their own. But Immy didn’t have the courage to protest and she was pretty sure that it would be her that would be in trouble if she had dared to, not the other staff.

A4 was the size of the picture. C was the specific image. Emerald was a strawberry blonde with a mass of curly hair. Immy glanced out onto the floor. She was easy to spot, her fluorescent green hairband glowing in the half-light. She was leaning over a table, letting a small middle-aged man with receding hair fondle her breasts while she took his drinks order. Immy shuddered with revulsion.

She found the picture under the bar, grabbed a marker pen and a card payment machine. A4 pictures were £10 for the waitresses, £15 for the dancers – signed and personalized. There was no direct access onto the floor from behind the bar, she had to go through the service corridor.

Today Immy was wearing another new outfit that had been given to her yesterday. The skirt was white PVC, slightly longer than the leather skirts she had, but it also had a slit up the centre of the back which exposed her stocking tops and a glimpse of bare thigh above whenever she took a step. The top was of black latex that had crossover straps across her back and chest which pushed her tits together and up, the straps coming together in a high collar wrapping around her neck. By a couple of inches the top was too short to reach her skirt, leaving a band of exposed skin around her midriff.

Immy knew the outfit made her look slutty and she hated it. She strode across the club floor, not exactly sure where table 10 was. She felt the lustful eyes of the men sizing her up. She had to behave the exact opposite of her natural inclination, keeping her head up, eyes up, smiling at all the men they made contact with. She felt so uncomfortable.

She found the table easily and signalled Emerald across. Luckily the guy was more interested in the waitress after giving Immy the once over. Immy was not allowed to wear her hair up, which she found infuriating, it was so impractical, falling across her face continually as she leaned over the table, but the contactless payment was easy and quick.

By the time she got back behind the bar she felt like she needed a shower to wash away all the dirty looks that had been sent her way. How did the women put up with it for hours every day, let alone the manhandling?

Before she left for the night, she had to collate the orders for pictures of the dancers and then take them to the dressing room to be signed and personalized. Immy had noticed that the club was busier tonight than her three previous nights. Previously there had only been a handful of items to be signed, tonight there were fifteen.

Calli had said that the women got half the money from each photo or poster sold. That could be a nice little supplement by the end of the month, but nowhere near enough for Immy to consider doing their jobs.

The dancers had a separate section of the dressing room right at the far end, partially partitioned off from the waitresses. When Immy arrived there were only four dancers there, including Crimzon.

“Do the others first, I want a word with you afterwards.”

Crimzon was sat on a two-seater sofa that was pushed against the far wall. The sight of her had Immy’s stomach doing somersaults. She was ready for her next set, dressed in shiny tight-fitting boots that reached right up to her crotch. A pair of skimpy leather panties with matching corset and bra – all in red, of course. Slick latex gloves reached up to her armpits and her hair was loose, spilling all around her. She was a vision.

Most of the items needing signing were Crimzon’s anyway, though there were a few for Raven who was just finishing getting into her batgirl costume. Raven was quite handsy, Immy was already realizing, touching Immy at every opportunity as she worked through the pictures, stroking her bum and her back, running her fingers through Immy’s hair. None of the other women were quite so forward.

If Raven had been a man it would have been blatant chauvinism and sexual harassment, so what was it when a woman did it to a woman? Did the goth know about Immy’s submissive role at the club?

Crimzon got up to sign her things. Raven left for her set, along with Clementine, while Ash and Magenta arrived, both as good as naked, having just finished their routines on the two stages that were operating tonight. Both women had astronomically large breasts that sat unnaturally on their chests, like stuck-on balls with nipples.

Immy would not finish up looking like them, if they tried to do that to her she would have to leave. The thought made her shiver and question her own judgement of being here at all.

Crimzon sat back on the sofa and patted her lap.

“Sit!”

While Immy was very self-conscious about doing that in front of the other two women, such a chance to get intimate with Crimzon thrilled her. Nothing like that had happened between them for weeks – actual bodily contact. Immy obeyed.

One of the redhead’s hands immediately buried itself in Immy’s hair, gripping it possessively, making it clear she was under control. Immy’s pussy started to heat up and her heart began to race. She drank in Crimzon’s distinctive perfume.

You’re starting to look like a real slut, now. Show me your tongue!”

Immy stuck her tongue out, feeling herself blush. The piercing near the tip something she still wasn’t used to.

“Cool! A real cunt-licking mouth. You’ll soon be ready to please the girls properly. When are you allowed to do oral again?”

“From Sunday, Miss Crimzon.”

“Sweet! I will text you an address. Arrive at the specified time on Sunday afternoon. You will be given something to wear for the occasion.”

Crimzon pressed the back of her hand to Immy’s mouth. Immy kissed the gleaming red latex as passionately as she was able. Using her grip on Immy’s hair, Crimzon turned Immy’s head one way and then the other, scrutinizing her.

“Love the hair, very distinctive! We need to ensure that you get noticed. You mustn’t be ashamed to be a slut, Immy. I want you to celebrate the fact, announce it to the world confidently! I can still see a reticence, an ambivalence in you. I don’t see pride in your new identity.”

Crimzon pulled Immy’s head back, exposing her throat. Rubber covered fingers caressed the point where chin met neck, causing Immy to shiver.

“You must be proud, Immy. You must swagger, tease, pose with every movement, conscious of the image to project at all times, a hot piece of arse that everyone wants to fuck! Just watch Azure to see how it’s done.”

Taking one of Immy’s latex covered breasts in her hand, Crimzon squeezed. She found the nipple and pinched it through the rubber, causing Immy to gasp.

“I want to see your nips visible through your clothes, always erect, showing you are perpetually horny. We’ll band them if necessary.”

The hand moved down and under Immy’s skirt, caressing her bare thighs, before slowly sliding up to press directly on her pussy. Immy’s hips instinctively reflexed to the touch, her arousal surging. The fingers rubbed, pressing the fabric of her thong in between her labia, causing her to squeak and squirm with delight. Being controlled by Crimzon like this was Immy’s fantasy brought to life (albeit without two virtual strangers present!)

“Your cunt knows you are a slut. I’m not sure your head has caught up to the fact yet! You have done quite well so far, but we need to see you trying harder from now on, understand?”

“Yes, Miss Crimzon.”

“You are not an ingenue anymore, you don’t have any excuses any longer. We want to see your natural sexuality revealed for the world to see, no more hiding!”

“Yes, Miss Crimzon…Oh!”

Crimzon gently pinched Immy’s labia together through her thong. It took Immy’s breath away and she squirmed harder into Crimzon’s lap, suffused with pleasure. But then, much to Immy’s distress, the redhead withdrew her hand.

“A part of you still thinks you are better than all of us. Don’t deny it. I hate being lied to. You will have to prove yourself when the time is right.”

Immy was left to wonder what that meant.

“By the way, some of the security staff have expressed an interest in you. Are you exclusively lesbian or would you be interested in seeing some of the guys as well?”

Immy had to think about that. She hadn’t seen any man in this place that had interested her at all.

“I would like to remain women only for the moment, Miss Crimzon.”

“That will disappoint them, but there will be plenty waiting for the chance if you change your mind! Stand up!”

Immy would have quite happily sat on Crimzon’s lap all evening, climbing to her feet in disappointment.

“Pull your skirt up!”

Blushing once more, Immy obeyed. The PVC skirt was so tight-fitting it proved more difficult to do than she was expecting.

“And get the thong off!”

Mortified at the idea, Immy glanced at the other dancers. Both of them were looking at her.

“One more hesitation to obey an order and you can go straight up to Miss Aston’s office and ask for a caning! Would you like that?”

“No Miss Crimzon. I’m sorry Miss Crimzon.”

Hurriedly pulling the thong off, Immy was unsure if Crimzon was bluffing and was not willing to take the chance.

“Leave it on the floor.”

Immy dropped it like a hot potato, resisting the urge to cover herself with her hands.

“You have a cunt just like the rest of us, Immy! What’s so precious about yours?”

“Nothing, Miss Crimzon.”

“Damn right nothing!  So why do you think you are too good to show it to us?”

“I’m sorry, Miss Crimzon. I’m shy.”

“Spread your legs further apart.”

Immy placed her heels down about two feet apart, putting a mild strain on her ankles.

“Eat her out, Ash!” Crimzon ordered.

Immy was surprised when the grey-haired dancer immediately obeyed, kneeling between Immy’s legs and locking her mouth onto Immy’s pussy. Immy’s shock didn’t prevent her sighing or her hips twitching as the woman’s tongue entered her most intimate of places.

“Show us her tits, Mage.”

Magenta came up behind Immy, her arms wrapping around her. Immy felt the dancer’s huge breasts pressing into her back as she rolled up the latex top until it was under her armpits. The bra Immy was wearing was strapless. Magenta pulled it down to her waist, leaving Immy’s breasts swinging free.

“Get her nipples rock hard.”

Fingers and thumbs squeezed and rolled Immy’s nipples, which were already hard. Meanwhile, Ash’s mouth felt incredible as her tongue worked skilfully inside Immy’s pussy. After teasing Immy all afternoon, Calli had finally let her climax two or three hours ago, otherwise Immy would have been on a hair trigger. Already her hips were moving and her insatiable pussy was radiating heat and exquisite sensations. The whole scenario was incredibly exciting.

“Stick a finger up her arsehole, Mage!”

Ash briefly removed her mouth to allow Magenta’s fingers to probe between Immy’s labia, drawing out some of her wetness. As soon as the fingers were gone, the mouth was back.

One hand still manipulating Immy’s breasts, Magenta’s other hand parted her buttocks and Immy squeaked as she felt an index finger burrowing into her rectum. Ash’s hands grabbed Immy’s thighs to hold her still. Immy groaned at the multiple sensations assaulting her pliant body.

“What do you think you look like, Immy, standing in a sex club, displaying your body, having your breasts groped, being eaten out by a woman while another is fucking your arse with a finger?”

“A… A…slut… Miss Crimzon.” Immy gasped as Ash’s tongue began to work on her clit and the finger in her rectum began to scratch her bowel wall.

“A what?”

“A slut… Miss Crimzon.”

“Can you elaborate on that?”

Immy’s mind searched desperately for words. It was so hard to think, she just wanted to enjoy the pleasure engulfing her.

“A shameless slut, Miss Crimzon.”

“Go on!”

“A shameless slut flaunting her body, craving sexual attention from women I hardly know, Miss Crimzon.”

“Sweet, I knew you could get there! Do you want them to stop?”

“No, Miss Crimzon!” Immy gasped.

“Finish the slut off, girls!”

Crimzon remained seated on the sofa watching Immy as the other women worked on her body. Immy felt so wanton. She locked her eyes on Crimzon who had the barest trace of a smile on her lips. Immy felt the hand on her breast, the finger in her anus, the mouth on her pussy all as an extension of Crimzon’s will, the physical manifestation of the statuesque woman’s control of her body and soul.

Immy quickly reached a powerful orgasm. Her legs gave way but the other women held her in place as she shuddered and writhed, moaning and gasping.

“You are a shameless slut, Immy!” Crimzon said as the exhausted young woman tried to get her breath back, hanging in the arms of the two dancers. “You will no longer pretend that you aren’t. Don’t lie to everyone about what you are anymore. Show everyone, and do it with pride.”

Crimzon leaned forward and stroked Immy’s hair.

“Oh, and by the way, you owe both Ash and Magenta an orgasm – however they should want it from you, wherever and whenever they should want it, understand?”

“Yes, Miss Crimzon.”
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Thwack!

The strap slammed into Calli’s backside with real force and she automatically tried to rise up, but the posture collar, holding her head like a vice, was chained to the bedhead and the links snapped taught after she lifted her head a few inches from the mattress.

Her arms, folded behind her back and strapped wrist to elbow, lifted as well, pulling at their bonds, desperate to get free so that her hands could cup her burning buttocks. She howled into her gag, biting down on the foul-tasting rubber filling her mouth and her ankles, cuffed to the bottom corners of the bed, pulled uselessly against the chains holding them in place, legs splayed.

Calli was entirely wrapped in skin-tight rubber except for cut-outs in the catsuit that exposed her buttocks, pussy and tits. Her legs were sheathed in thigh-length ballet boots that held her ankles fully extended, while a waspie corset had been laced around her waist tighter than ever before.

The helmet she was wearing this time had no eye holes, just two little tubes inserted up her nostrils that allowed her to draw in air, while her mouth was stuffed with an inflatable gag that caused her cheeks to bulge against the latex covering them and her jaw to ache abominably. A tube through the rubber projected out a couple of inches where her mouth should be, whistling with her rapid and agitated breaths.

Thwack!

The strap cut lower this time, just above her thighs and Calli made the same spastic movements as searing, ferocious pain consumed her. She was completely helpless, unable to do anything to lessen the intensity of the beating. Her gloved hands flexed open and closed, grabbing at the air. How had she got herself into this situation?

How? By continuing to see Raven, by allowing herself to be drawn into incremental, more severe bondage, discomfort and pain at the sadistic woman’s hands, unable to help herself. And now Raven had told Calli that she wanted her to move in – because of the different hours that they worked, it was hard to get time together. Calli didn’t know what to do.

Thwack!

Two thick, firm pillows were stuffed under Calli’s hips, lifting her buttocks, presenting them for the strap. Her bottom felt like it had been set on fire. She writhed and screamed.

“Marking up great!” Turq’s voice

Seconds later fingers pressed against Calli’s blazing skin. Long, sharp fingernails dragged across the tender areas and she squirmed helplessly.

Somehow, Calli had found herself attending these sessions at Raven’s place every Sunday afternoon, where she was dominated not just by Raven, but by Turquoise and Ash as well (hopefully anonymously – assuming they hadn’t worked out who she was yet.) That was another thing. If Calli moved in with Raven, her clandestine exploration of submission would no longer be incognito, she would be revealed as Raven’s sub to everyone and where would that leave her burgeoning dominant persona?

“A pale complexion always looks gorgeous after a leathering.” Raven replied.

“You said it, girl, and they don’t get any paler than you! You’ll have to let me mark you up someday!”

The fingers slid down from Calli’s backside to probe her wet pussy, which spasmed to the touch and she couldn’t help squirming in delight, so aroused despite the pain and against her own wishes.

“In your dreams, Turq.”

“She’s so sensitive! Creaming herself! What a slut! Where did you find her again?”

“Close to home. I’ll say no more!”

Within seconds of the fingers pulling away from Calli, the next stroke cracked into the under-hang of her bottom. Calli twisted and pulled at her restraints, tears flowing underneath the stifling humidity of the helmet, the hateful posture collar holding her head rigid, cutting into her chin, just emphasizing her helplessness even more.

“She has such a pretty arse, can I fuck it later?”

“Surely!”

Through the haze of her pain and lust, Calli took in the words with more than a little disquiet. Raven had experimented with some butt plugs and vibrators inside Calli’s rear and that had led to her being bumfucked a couple of times now. It hurt, though it was pleasurable at times, but Raven had been careful and relatively gentle – neither were traits Calli associated with Turq, who seemed to have one mode, that being full-on.

Like so many things in her life at the moment, Calli didn’t understand her own body and was as confused about anal sex as everything else.

“She’s gonna get the full DP experience today for the first time! Should be very educational.”

Calli was much more sexually aware than she had been a couple of months ago, not just from experience but from a probably unhealthy amount of time trawling BDSM sites on the web. But in her current state of mind and as the next lick of the strap landed on her backside, she couldn’t find the wherewithal to work out what Raven had just said, her consciousness quickly consumed with the fire escalating in her bottom cheeks. She screamed into her gag.

She wriggled her hips in a futile attempt to lessen the agony, gasping for breath against the restriction of the corset. Raven always waited for the crescendo of pain to begin to subside before delivering the next hit.

Thwack!

Calli’s cry was lost in the gag – at least it allowed her to howl as much as she liked. She squirmed in her bonds once more, sobbing.

“Hold her cheeks apart, would you, so I can get at the inner slopes?”

The mattress dipped and Calli felt buttocks against the top of her back. Turq had sat on top of her. Hands on her scorched skin separated her buttocks, exposing her vulnerable bumhole.

“If you catch my fingers, I’ll chin you!” Turq warned.

Calli heard Raven’s musical laugh seconds before the strap landed vertically on the softer skin of the inside of her left buttock. Now held down by the weight of Turq’s body, Calli simply couldn’t move as the fire flared and ebbed.

A second lash hit the same place and she tried with all her might to throw Turq off her, but the woman was much too strong for that, cackling with laughter at Calli’s attempts.

For some minutes Raven worked the area of Calli’s inner cheeks and the unfortunate woman could do nothing but prey for it to stop. At some point, Turq climbed off her writhing body and Raven went back to conventional horizontal strikes.

Eventually Raven tired and the beating stopped. Her hands cupped Calli’s tender bottom, squeezing and massaging the abused muscles. Calli’s breath whistled madly through the tube of her gag as she sobbed and gasped desperately for air, unable to prevent herself from struggling.

“I’ve been waiting to do that for a long time!” Raven’s voice was close to Calli’s left ear. “You prissy little slut, you deserve to be put in your place!”

A hand rubbed Calli’s labia. She was so turned on she couldn’t control the pulsing and twitching of her pussy. She felt the lips spread apart, cool air onto the wet, hot interior. A finger grazed across her clit hood. She tried to push down to increase the strength of the touch, moaning into her gag.

Raven laughed.

“You pretend to be such a snooty blue-nose, acting like you’re superior to everyone, but we can all see that you’re nothing but a needy little slut with a sloppy cunt who belongs on her knees!”

Then Raven was gone and Calli was left alone, still squirming, overwhelmed by all the sensations emanating from her restricted, bound, rubber encapsulated body.




A few minutes later, the pillows had been removed from under Calli’s hips. In their place, Ash had wormed her latex clad body underneath Calli, the rubber squeaking loudly from the friction of the two figures sliding against each other. Her huge bare tits swamped Calli’s, the rings through her nipples pressing against Calli’s, stimulating them further.

Calli’s head was raised to the limit of the chain that fixed her to the bedhead. Both women were helmeted, latex brushed against latex with every movement, but Ash’s mouth was free. Several times she had kissed Calli’s rubber skinned face.

Ash’s thighs lifted Calli’s hips up even higher than the pillows had and her arms were wrapped around Calli’s corseted waist, pulling them closer together. Ash was also wearing a large strap-on dildo that was buried deep inside Calli. Calli’s hips were animated, fucking herself on the dong, finally getting some relief from an afternoon of sexual frustration. The girth of the dildo was wide, stretching Calli’s pussy. The sensation as it moved gently inside her was exquisite.

The dipping of the mattress at the bottom of the bed alerted Calli that someone else was present.  She felt her buttocks being separated for the second time that afternoon. Something cold touched her sphincter – she was now familiar with the feeling of lube on her bumhole.

Fingers worked the fluid into her rosebud, then pushed through inside her. She shivered as the lube contacted her bowel walls (she had to give herself an enema before any liaison with Raven, so at least she was clean and empty.) The fingers actually felt quite pleasant, stimulating her sphincter. It wasn’t until she felt the tip of another dildo pressing against her bumhole that her hazy, lust-filled mind finally connected the dots. As her rosebud was stretched increasingly wider, her eyes grew similarly wide inside their dark rubber prison.

As her bumhole dilated painfully, Calli felt the dildo advance into her rectum. It was significantly larger than anything Raven had put up there before and it initially hurt. She could feel her intestines expanding to accommodate the invader, her bowel and vaginal walls trapped and squeezed between the two exaggerated, faux phalli. It was the most incredible, indescribable sensation. Calli felt completely stuffed, opened up, dominated.

Still the rear dildo kept sinking deeper into her, easing slowly but relentlessly forward. It was hugely uncomfortable. Finally it stopped. She felt hips pressing against her scorched and tender bum cheeks, the burning reigniting. Trapped between two women, penetrated to her core, her corseted waist further enhancing the feeling of the two imitation cocks inside her while wrapped completely in skin-tight latex – it was a mind-blowing experience, intense beyond belief. Calli moaned into the gag, her hands clawing once again at empty air.

Then, simultaneously, the dildo in her bowel started to withdraw as Ash began to move vigorously underneath Calli, her hips generating enough momentum to create a gentle fucking motion. As the head of the rear dildo reached her sphincter it stopped and then pushed in again. Slowly, the arse fucking began in tandem with the pussy fucking. The feeling was astonishing, acutely uncomfortable, painful at times but so pleasurable as well.

Both objects were so large, distending her insides. She couldn’t believe this was happening, that it was real. It was physically and psychologically shocking. She didn’t know what to think, how to process the sensations. She had lost all control of her body, so profoundly, so intimately. She began to understand the depths to which her submission could be taken – it was terrifying, but so erotic. Her lust became supercharged, taking over.

She began to respond, squirm, move her hips to exacerbate the physical feelings even as her back passage started to be fucked with increasing power and speed, dwarfing any of her own attempts to control the situation. Gradually, all three bodies began to move with increasing animation and need, a raw animalistic lust, almost a primal rutting and Calli was trapped helplessly between the other two. Her excitement surged.

Calli orgasmed very quickly, the most powerful climax of her life – yet again! She was being buttfucked hard, pussy fucked gently, neither slowed or stopped despite her cumming, the ride continued as she bucked and thrashed, the euphoria lasted a long time, but slowly dissipated and still the double fucking continued relentlessly. Calli felt a finger on her clitoris, rubbing with increasing urgency and forcefulness. It was all unrelenting. Her arousal mushroomed once more and Calli realized she was going to be made to cum again, it was out of her purview.

She lost awareness as the second climax crashed through her within two minutes, vaguely conscious of tugging frantically and uselessly at her bonds, writhing uncontrollably, feeling the warm, vigorous bodies pressed against her, glorying in her femaleness. She felt so alive!

Calli was so light-headed, her chest heaving as she tried to draw enough air through the mouth and nasal tubes to compensate for her exertion. As the exhilaration and intoxication of her second orgasm ebbed away it was replaced with an exhaustion and a growing cognizance of the physical discomfort consuming her body.

Ash lay still underneath her, Calli could feel the woman’s heavy breathing against her face. The fucking of her rear passage had stopped with the dildo lodged deeply in her bowels, which ached abominably. Suddenly the dong started to move violently from side to side, stretching and pulling her painfully. She felt leather against her sore buttocks. The mattress bounced. She realized the strap-on had been unbuckled by the wearer but had been left embedded in her intestines.

Becoming active again, Ash inveigled her hands between their compressed bodies, her fingers taking hold of Calli’s nipples, pulling, pinching, twisting. Her hips started to gently rotate, moving and flexing the dildo inside Calli’s pussy. It felt great, sparking Calli’s arousal again. Was there no end to her lasciviousness? What was becoming of her? Calli rotated her own hips in opposition, increasing the sensation, moaning into her gag, biting down on the rubber in her mouth.

More activity on the bed, her sensual deprivation both frustrating and exciting her. Once again the rear dildo pivoted alarmingly and painfully, twisting in her gut, pulling agonizingly on her arsehole. Someone was strapping themselves into the harness of the dildo. Calli experienced a quiver of terror. She wouldn’t be able to take any more, she had already had a thorough shafting and her guts were so sore!

And it could be Turq! Fear and excitement ran through her at the memory of how hard the waitress had used her in the past and how vulnerable her current predicament was. Hands gripped Calli around the waist and the dildo was slowly withdrawn, squelching obscenely. It felt bizarre for her bowel to be empty but with her bumhole gaping wide open, air rushing in and tickling the walls of her intestine. She shuddered.

A sudden, hard spank to her left buttock caught her by surprise, reigniting the sting from the earlier strapping. Left, right, left, right, the blows rained down with force. Calli writhed under the deluge, squirming on the dildo still in her pussy, pain and pleasure fusing together again.

Just as suddenly, the smacking stopped. Her sizzling bum cheeks were pushed apart once more and she felt the head of the dildo reintroduced into her bottom. The friction through her sphincter was delightful and the entry was much easier this time. Her bowels expanded to accommodate the sizable girth and the feeling of acute fullness returned. The pressure on the membranes between her guts and her pussy was restored, the flesh pinched and squeezed, the synergy between the two something she thought she would never get accustomed to.

The impact of being impaled simultaneously by two such large shafts was no less incredible the second time for Calli, though the immediate forceful fucking she received was new, confirmation that she was now being reamed by Turq, as she had foreseen.

The pounding of the dildo into her arse moved Calli about violently, dramatically increasing the stimulation in her pussy and against Ash’s body trapped beneath her. Turq must have applied more lubrication as the thrusts didn’t cause as much friction in Calli’s intestines as she had feared and she could feel and hear the sloppiness, the sloshing sound with each pumping action.

Totally helpless, Calli was worked over by the powerful black woman, thoroughly dominated with long, hard and unrelenting strokes, but the ache from her bowels was more than compensated for by the rush that her pussy was receiving from the other phallus. She even found the crudity of the coupling erotic, being the object of such ruthless use. Soon Calli was utterly consumed with lust once more, caring about nothing but getting another climax.

The three bodies moved in a frenzy, merging together, the squeak of latex on latex, the slap of Turq’s hips into Calli’s buttocks. Ash’s fingers had long ago pulled away from Calli’s nipples, leaving her tits to be subsumed by Ash’s immense breasts, to be pummelled by them. Now Ash’s hands were wrapped around Calli’s rubberized head, holding it tightly against her own.

Calli’s rapid, needy breaths whistled loudly through her breathing tube. She had never been more conscious of the corset, it heightened every sensation, good and bad. Her wrists and ankles tugged frantically at the cuffs binding them. Still Turq fucked her arse like a machine, her guts stretching and flexing, her sphincter held wide open. Again and again the woman pushed fully into her.

Screeching and screaming, Calli hit her third orgasm in twenty minutes, though the sounds were almost completely muffled by her severe gag. She thrashed and flailed as much as her trapped, restricted body was allowed, riding a wave of euphoric pleasure greater than she thought was humanly possible.




She had been left alone for quite a while. She wasn’t sure how long, drifting in and out of consciousness, so physically and emotionally exhausted she needed to sleep despite the multiple sources of pain and discomfort gripping her body.

The pillows had been replaced under her hips, leaving her obscenely displayed, as if begging for more attention to her pussy and arse. She felt calm and relaxed, sated. Maybe it was shock masquerading as sexual contentment but she was experiencing a strange kind of peace.

Her hearing wasn’t so good inside the helmet and she didn’t realize that she was no longer alone until a sharp spank caused her to jump and gurgle behind her gag, open her eyes to the dark rubber prison enveloping her head.

“A piece of prime, grade A slut for you to play with. Warm her up first with the paddle. Make sure you hit hard or you’ll get another dose as well!” Raven’s voice. “Don’t be afraid of hurting her.”

Who was this now being given access to her like she was a toy for everyone and anyone to play with?

Calli’s thought was interrupted by a loud crack. It sounded like a gunshot. The pain followed a second later, suffusing her right buttock. She gasped and wriggled as the sting radiated out in all directions. The implement didn’t have the give of the strap, it was her cheek that flexed and rippled under the force of the hit.

Crack!

To her other buttock. The paddle wasn’t a smooth surface, she could feel things biting into her bum. It hurt like hell, her skin already enflamed from the earlier abuse.

“Good start. Work lower. It hurts more, you must have noticed.”

The next hit was with an upward motion, rolling her cheek, making it bounce and burn.

“Perfect, Immy. You’re a natural! Keep it up.”

As Calli squirmed and groaned, pulling instinctively but pointlessly at her bonds, Raven’s words finally sunk in. Immy! Calli was being beaten by her subordinate! She was mortified. She dominated Immy, not the other way around. How could she maintain her authority over the girl knowing she had been literally thrashed by her, so humiliatingly presented to her?

Crack!

“Keep going. Give a dozen or so to each side. Get her nice and warm. She’s like you, the more you smack her the hotter she’ll get! Can you see her pussy glistening yet?”

“No, Miss Raven.” There it was, Immy’s familiar voice.

“Keep tanning her arse and it will!”

As the paddling continued, Calli struggled to maintain coherent thought. Was there any way that Immy would be able to identify her? Her hips were dancing as the pain escalated, futilely trying any way she could to avoid the next contact. Tears slipped from her eyes and she sobbed. It felt like her bottom had been set alight. The agony was blinding but continued to rise and a red mist descended. She struggled against her restraints, the chain to her collar snapping taught repeatedly. There was absolutely no escape.

“You can see her shiny pussy now, can’t you?”

“Yes, Miss Raven.”

The crack of the paddle had stopped, but the furious pain continued. Calli wriggled hysterically, impotently, utterly powerless. Yet that incapacitation thrilled her and she hated herself for that reaction.

Immy had eaten out Calli several times. She had seen Calli’s pussy. Would she recognize it? No, Raven had shaved Calli a couple of weeks ago and insisted that Calli keep it that way. She was sure Immy hadn’t seen it since then.

“And she’s already cum three times this afternoon! Completely insatiable! The very definition of a slut!”

Hands grabbed Calli’s cooking buttocks and she flinched. They felt raw, skinned. She continued to writhe and sob. The cheeks were squeezed, fingernails dragged across them. Calli howled into her gag, bucking wildly.

“Get on the bed. You’re going to fuck her arse. In a couple of weeks this will be you getting the same thing – once we’ve loosened up that tight little rosebud of yours.”

The hands left Calli’s bum and a few seconds later she felt something pressing against her labia, gently rubbing up and down. It was pointed and hard and suddenly burst into life, vibrating energetically. She was so turned-on again, her pussy flooded with pleasure and instantly she was squirming in delight as much as in pain. So much sensation to process.

“Plenty of lubrication. She’s probably still slick from earlier, but don’t take the chance.”

The vibrator pushed between Calli’s outer labia, teasing the inner lips before moving up to and almost – but not quite – touching her clit. She screamed into her gag in both elation and frustration, trying desperately to move her hips to get the contact with her clitoris, but Raven wouldn’t let it happen.

She felt another blob of cold lube land on her so tender rosebud. Just that little thing felt so good, soothing the abused sphincter.

“Just put the head against the hole and push. She’s already been arse-fucked twice, she’ll be loose and easy.”

Calli was so sore and fearful of more hard use, but the very depravity and excess of the idea gave her a rush. As her sphincter stretched open yet again, along with the pain was exquisite pleasure as the dildo slid through, caressing the ring. This had to be the same strap-on as before, it was huge!

At the same time, the vibrator pushed deep into her pussy. It was much smaller than the dildos but the dramatic vibratory effect caused Calli to shiver with exhilaration and rotate her hips to enhance the kick it gave her.

Although tentative, the strap-on pushed on into her rear passage, forcing apart the walls of her bowel once more, stretching her uncomfortably.

“Don’t be afraid, she can take it! Hold her hips and bury the dong to the hilt. Fuck her hard, she needs to really feel it, to understand that her bumhole belongs to us.”

Calli felt the hands – Immy’s hands – taking hold of her possessively as the dildo slid in more forcefully. She bit down on the rubber filling her mouth, stretching her jaw, puffing her cheeks out. It hurt, her insides were so tender now. How would she ever face Immy again if the girl ever worked out who she was sodomizing, who was hidden inside the latex?

The vibrator in her pussy was being worked hard now, fucking her properly, but she found herself missing the second dildo, the feeling of being so full. Hips pressed against her livid buttocks as the strap-on bottomed-out in her bowel, but she couldn’t stop squirming, even though it was rekindling the burning in her bottom cheeks. She felt completely humbled, dominated. It was so humiliating that the office girl was the one buried completely in her guts.

“Fuck her hard!” Raven repeated. “Show her who is in charge!”

Immy began to ease the phallus in and out. The friction on Calli’s sphincter felt great, but her battered innards ached so. But the vibrator continued to plough her pussy and she continued to writhe, aroused beyond belief yet again, overwhelmed by all the different feelings created by the latex, the bonds, the restriction, the pain, the pleasure, the shame of what was happening to her. It was sensory overload.

Crack!

The sound of the paddle striking flesh made Calli jump, but there was no fire, no additional blistering agony. It wasn’t her that had been struck.

“I said fuck her hard!”

Crack!

Immy squealed. Straightaway she began thrusting faster and deeper, her grip on Calli’s hips tightening. With both of her holes now being fucked vigorously, Calli was bouncing on the bed, being pulled and pushed to the limits of her restraints. She struggled for air, hearing the desperate whistling of her breath through the gag tube, seriously in need of another orgasm.

Each time the dildo bottomed-out, Immy’s hips smacked Calli’s so tender bottom, her intestines protesting at being stretched wide yet again. It was a total mind-fuck, having her arse reamed, being dominated and used by the office junior, the submissive. How would Calli ever be able to look her in the eye again?

Calli screamed as she reached her fourth climax of the afternoon, thrashing once more as she continued to be double-fucked.
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When the door opened, Immy was surprised to see Raven standing there, the goth dancer from Le Moulin Noir. She was wearing a black corset that lifted her breasts into an enormous cleavage. The corset was covered in metal studs and spikes and made her look even scarier than her black glossed lips and heavily painted eyes, or the long, loose curtain of black and purple hair. The only other thing she wore were gleaming latex boots that reached right up to her crotch, which was completely exposed.

“Great to see you, Immy. Come in!”

She spoke as if answering her door in this fashion was the most normal thing in the world – maybe it was in her world! She took Immy’s hand and led her into the studio apartment. It was an amazing place, an entire wall was made out of glass and looked directly down onto the river, but Immy was feeling too self-conscious to really appreciate it.

It had taken two buses and a significant walk to get here, dressed like a hooker, subject to catcalls, wolf-whistles, spiteful looks and comments. At least now she was out of public sight.

She had only been given four items to wear. A white T-shirt that had the sleeves cut off and had been hacked so short that if she lifted her arms above shoulder height, the underside of her (braless) breasts were revealed. It was at least a size too small as well, the cotton drawn taught over her tits, pierced nipples clearly visible denting the fabric. Printed across the front, right over the top of her breasts in capital letters, were the words:

DON’T STARE!  IT’S RUDE!

A tiny black latex miniskirt that contoured perfectly to the shape of her bum and that she had to keep adjusting as it rode up when she walked, again no underwear. Finally, there was a pair of what she would describe as fetishized Roman sandals. Instead of flat soles, they had five-inch stiletto heels, and the thick straps that wrapped around her legs didn’t finish at her calves, but continued right up to her thighs.

Contrary to the message on her T-shirt, everyone had stared.

She had come close to refusing to go out in the outfit. It was horrific! What would people think of her? Well, she knew that only too well.

This should have been a step too far. She had to call Crimzon’s bluff at some point, didn’t she? And if she had known that Crimzon wasn’t going to be at the address she was being sent to, she would not have gone. But the possibility that she could be there had been an opportunity Immy couldn’t afford not to take.

But as she followed Raven across the studio, her heart sank. On the sofa was Turquoise. On her knees on the floor with her head in Turq’s lap was Ash – the dancer who had eaten Immy out so skilfully three days ago in front of Crimzon. But there was no Crimzon.

“Great arse, by the way!”

Raven cupped one of Immy’s buttocks and squeezed.

Ash was enveloped in grey latex, a catsuit and helmet that matched the colour of her hair, which sprouted out of a hole in the top of the helmet. Strategic cut-outs left her breasts, bum and pussy bare. Steeple-heeled knee-high boots wrapped her lower legs and feet. Immy remembered how incredible Ash’s mouth had been on her pussy, how much pleasure it had given her.

“Have a seat.”

Immy sat on the sofa, trying and failing to stop her skirt riding up and flashing her pussy to anyone directly in front of her.

“Great sandals! They’re so sexy!” Ash’s head remained in Turq’s lap as she spoke. Her warmly sparkling eyes anomalously peering out of her alien latex covered face. Turq was idly playing the dancer’s hair.

The waitress was wearing some complex harness of black leather that hid nothing, completely nonchalant about being near naked in the presence of a new arrival she barely knew.

Raven moved behind the sofa and placed her hands on Immy’s shoulders, massaging them.

“You’re so tense, pet! Just relax. We have this little get-together most Sundays. We’re all here for fun. Just enjoy yourself. You do want to play, don’t you? You can just watch if you want…”

Despite the crushing disappointment of Crimzon not being there, the atmosphere was erotically charged. Immy could feel her pussy heating up in anticipation of what could happen.

“I would like to play, Miss Raven.”

“You’re a submissive slut, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Miss Raven.”

“Sweet! It’s great to have someone new to play with. Lift your arms up!”

Raven grabbed the ragged hem of Immy’s T-shirt and pulled it over her head, leaving her topless. Even after all the experiences of the last few weeks, Immy still had to resist an instinctive urge to cover her chest with her hands. In the end, Raven did it for her, squeezing and caressing them gently. Despite her nervousness, it felt wonderful.

“Nipples nice and hard already! That’s what we like, a girl ready for action. Your tits are lovely, Immy, but you’ll need to get them enhanced if you want to waitress at the club.”

“Oh, I don’t want to waitress at the club.” Immy spoke too quickly and it came out sounding wrong.

“That’s what the office girl job is, pet. It’s the stepping-stone to the bigger money.”

“I’m very happy where I am, Miss Raven. Office work suits me.”

“That’s interesting! Do you think Miss Aston sees your future in the same way? You’re gorgeous, Immy, wasted hidden away. When Miss Aston looks at you she sees dollar signs as well as a slut!”

Raven’s words sent a chill of fear through Immy. They had a ring of truth to them. But Immy got distracted by Raven’s continued manipulation of her breasts, she sighed with pleasure. The goth slipped her fingers through the sitting woman’s nipple rings, tugging and twisting them, causing both pleasure and pain. Immy gasped.

“I love pierced nips, it makes them so sensitive!” Raven purred in Immy’s ear. “In a few weeks you’ll be able to take thicker rings, that will look so cool!”

“Thinks she’s too good to be a topless waitress!” Turq snapped.

“Is that true, Immy?”

“No, Miss Raven. I’m not an extrovert, I’m not an exhibitionist.”

All the other women guffawed at Immy’s words.

“You’ve just been out and about in the city dressed like that, pet! It’s the very definition of an exhibitionist!”

“She’s a little liar! Thinks she’s better than us!” Turq Sneered.

“I’m sure that’s not true, Turq!”

“Easy way to prove it! She can put her name down on the emergency cover list for the waitresses, fill in when someone’s off sick.”

Immy felt the ground opening up underneath her, a hole she had dug herself.

“I would be a disaster, I’ve never waitressed in my life.” She said lamely.

“A couple of hours practice and you would be fine. You have the looks, nice tits – acceptable until you go bigger.” Raven continued the gentle stimulation to the aforementioned. “We could start today! Why don’t you get us all beers from the fridge? Strut your stuff and show us what you can do.”

Raven finally withdrew her hands.

“Up you get! You’ve seen all the girls working enough times. Give it a go!”

Immy didn’t know what to do. Refuse? Get the hell out of there? Should she do it and act clumsy and awkward to dissuade them from the idea – they would surely see through that! She hesitated too long.

“I think she needs some encouragement! Get that studded paddle, Ash.” Turq leered at Immy, clearly believing that her accusations had been proved correct. “Told you!” She flashed a triumphant smile at Raven.

Raven grabbed a handful of Immy’s hair and pulled her up onto her feet. She dragged the shocked girl around the side of the sofa.

“What would Calli do if you refused to obey an order in the office?”

“Punish me, Miss Raven!” Immy gasped.

“Naughty girl! Bend over the back of the sofa.”

Raven let go of Immy’s hair and she immediately obeyed.

“Further forward, so your legs are straight!”

Immy tipped herself right over the sofa back so that the top of her head was just a few inches above the seat cushion, her hips resting on the top of the backrest.

“I guess Turq is right. You do think you are better than us, above serving as our waitress, too good to let a bunch of old men paw you!”

Immy didn’t speak. She knew it was true. So why didn’t she just walk away?

Raven hiked up Immy’s skirt, the latex snapping and squelching, until it was bunched around her waist.

“You need to learn your place, don’t you, Immy?”

“Yes, Miss Raven.”

“So ask us to teach you!”

“Please help me to learn my place, Miss Raven, Miss Turquoise, Miss Ash.”

“Not an exhibitionist!” Turq laughed. “You’re flashing your cunt at us! Hypocrite!”

“You go first, Ash. Really let her have it!” Raven urged.

Immy felt sick, but she was also incredibly turned on. She was trembling. How had she got herself into this mess?

Crack!

The first hit caught her by surprise, sooner than she was expecting. There was a slight delay between the sound of the impact and then the ferocious pain. Immy cried out, instinctively rising half up from her bent-over position.

“Stay down! Don’t you dare pull up!” Raven warned.

Crack!

This time the paddle landed on her other buttock. Immy curled her hands into fists, fighting the impulse to put them behind her and grab her stinging backside. The noise of the contact was so loud it was frightening.

“So you think you are too refined to do our jobs, do you?”

“I’m sorry if I gave that impression, Miss Raven!”

The third hit was central and low on her bottom, across both cheeks. The sting was like fire. Immy squealed, hips squirming against the leather of the sofa back.

“So you’re not more precious than us?” Turq asked.

“No, Miss Turquoise.”

“Liar! But by the time we’ve finished with you, you’ll mean it!”

Turq had moved in front of Immy. Immy could see her knee-high black stiletto boots, her large breasts framed by the leather straps of the harness she wore. She lifted one foot onto the sofa and grabbed a handful of Immy’s hair, steering Immy’s head until her mouth was pressed against the patent leather toe. Immy kissed it fervently as the next strike smacked into her backside.

“You can hit harder than that, Ash. Put some welly into it!”

Spurred on by Turq’s words, the next hit cracked even louder as it made contact with Immy’s buttocks, the sound reverberating around the studio and rocking her doubled-over form. Turq put her foot back on the floor but kept her hand in Immy’s hair, ensuring she remained bent right over the seat back. Immy started to sob as the blows rained down in quick succession, lifting her feet and stamping them down in distress. It was hellfire!

“My turn.” Raven said as the staccato slowed and then paused.

Ash was panting from the exertion. Immy sniffed, trying to stop her nose from running, grinding her hips onto the sofa back.

“So you walk through the city dressed like a hooker! You are the lowest paid employee at the club, but you still reckon you are better than all of us! Does that make sense, Immy?”

Crack!

Raven’s first hit was harder than anything Ash had managed. Immy writhed, her knees lifting alternately and stamping again, like she was marching on the spot.

“No… Miss Raven.” She eventually sobbed.

To her horror, the wriggling on the seat back was rubbing her mound on the leather and Immy felt her excitement growing. She was mortified.

“Who walks around the city with no underwear while wearing the minimum amount of clothes to stop her from being arrested?”

Crack!

After moments left breathless by the pain, Immy managed to answer.

“A slut, Miss Raven!”

“Makes sense to me, pet. What statement are they making?”

“Look at me… I’m sexy… Miss Raven.”

“Look at me, I’m a slut! I’m shameless and proud of it! Is that right?”

“Yes, Miss Raven.”

Raven was laying the paddle onto Immy’s bottom hard and fast as she spoke. Immy gasped and squeaked. This was worse than any strapping she had ever had. There was something on the surface of the implement that was biting into her flesh, adding extra agony.

“And who did such a thing today?”

“I did… Miss Raven.”

“So you actually are an exhibitionist slut, after all, aren’t you?”

“Yes… Miss Raven.”

“So what is a more perfect job for an exhibitionist slut than being a topless waitress at a strip-joint?”

“Nothing… Miss Raven!”

“So are you going to ask to be added to the emergency cover list for waitressing at the club?”

“Yes… Miss Raven!”

Raven finally stopped the barrage of strokes. It felt like Immy’s backside was alight. She writhed uncontrollably, grinding her hips into the sofa back, rubbing her mound vigorously. She could feel the slickness that had seeped out of her pussy.

“I’m glad that’s settled.”

Raven appeared in front of Immy, Turq finally letting go of her hair. Through blurry eyes, Immy saw the paddle that had been causing her so much torment. It was stiff leather, about three inches wide. It was dotted with little metal studs and square holes about the same size. It looked terrifying. It was pressed to her mouth and she kissed it eagerly, determined not to upset any of the other women any further.

“You may thank me for correcting you.” Raven said.

“Thank you for teaching me my place, Miss Raven.”

“You’re very welcome. Your turn, Turq.”

“Ash, hold on to her ankles!”

Raven was still in front of Immy. Her hand replaced Turq’s, grabbing a fistful of Immy’s hair close to the scalp, pulling her head lower so it was almost touching the seat cushion.

The ferocity and speed of Turq’s strikes took Immy’s breath away. The paddle slammed into her buttock cheeks alternately, the pain rising steadily. Hit after hit landed on top of each other. Immy yelped and squealed and writhed.

“Who’s a slut?”

“I am… Miss… Turquoise!”

“What are you?”

“A slut… Miss… Turquoise!”

“What else are you?”

“An exhibitionist… Miss… Turquoise!”

“That’s right. A sex object for everyone to play with, including dirty old men…and don’t you forget it!”

Turq was panting around her words now from the effort and the speed of the strikes gradually lessened before stopping altogether. Immy had been pulling frantically at her held ankles but had been unable to break Ash’s grip, She had also been unable to help herself from tugging on her own hair – her scalp was blazing.

She continued to writhe and twitch uncontrollably, even after the beating had finished, in a futile attempt to achieve any relief. The burn in her bottom wasn’t reducing. The paddle dropped onto the sofa beside her. Then she shrieked as Turq dragged her fingernails across her tenderized rump.

Raven pressed a hand on Immy’s head, pushing it down on to the seat cushion.

“Shh! I have neighbours!”

Fetch a medium sized butt-plug, Ash.” Turq ordered.

She had both of Immy’s buttocks in her hands, kneading the scorched muscles. Immy whimpered. It felt like her arse had been skinned.

“Did you clean your arse out this morning?”

“Yes… Miss Turquoise.”

It had become part of Immy’s morning routine to give herself an enema every day, Calli required it.

“Good girl.”

Immy realized that she was unconsciously masturbating herself on the top of the sofa, squirming specifically to manipulate her labia. She tried to stop, but it felt so good and eased the stinging in her rear end.

Turq laughed.

“She’s jilling herself off on your sofa!”

Hanging her head in shame, Immy wanted to disappear down that hole she had dug for herself. It was so humiliating to have been caught. She was just proving everything they had said about her.

“You stain it, you clean it, pet!”

“Pull her cheeks apart, Ash.”

Immy felt her buttocks stretched wide. She shivered as a dollop of cold lube landed right on her bumhole.

“Anything ever been up your poop chute, Immy?”

“I’ve been plugged before, Miss Raven, by Miss Calli.”

“Cool!”

Twice before, Calli had plugged Immy’s rosebud for a short period, warning her that they were getting it ready to be used. As usual, the idea both repelled and excited her.

She felt the head of the plug pushed forcefully against her sphincter until it stretched apart painfully. Immy grunted as she felt the full girth opening her up. This was bigger than the plug that Calli had been using. She gasped in relief as her anus slipped over the crest of the bulb and began to narrow again, but she remained acutely aware of the alien presence now inside her bowel. It felt huge. It was horrible, uncomfortable and humiliating.

“Finish her off, Ash, she’s dripping onto the floor.”  Turq rammed home Immy’s indignity with glee.

The fingers holding her buttocks apart allowed them close back around the base of the plug. They slipped between Immy’s legs and pressed against her pussy, rubbing gently. Immy squeaked and squirmed, so excited. Ash was very skilled, her fingers teased Immy’s labia, slipping inside occasionally as the doubled-over young woman tried to push harder onto the hand to increase the stimulation.

Then two fingers were deep inside her, scratching gently at her vaginal wall. She squealed even louder and ground down hard on the hand, the plug in her arse kept things tight and increased the sensation.

Immy’s light was blocked out as Turq moved in front of her, back turned to her. She watched as Turq bent her knees, thrusting her bottom towards Immy, her fingers pulling her own cheeks apart and revealing the dark rosebud of her anus.

“Eat my arse, Immy!”

Bending over further, Turq stepped tight against the seat cushion of the sofa, her backside touching Immy’s head. It was debauched, the idea horrified Immy. But at the same time the ignominy of having to do the act thrilled her, increased her arousal. She tilted her head up, nose and mouth right into Turq’s bum crack, taking in the musky smell.

Turq shifted, rubbing Immy’s nose up and down the crevice, wriggling her hips to force Immy’s nose right into her sphincter, then a slight correction so that Immy’s mouth was pressed against the rosebud.

The woman was scrupulously clean, but just the thought of where her mouth was both turned Immy’s stomach and supercharged her lust. And still Ash’s fingers were performing magic in Immy’s pussy – her hips swivelling as she was overwhelmed with carnal need.

“Work your tongue, get it inside my arsehole unless you want another dose of the paddle!”

Immy didn’t think Turq’s threat was idle. Her tongue emerged from her mouth, pressing against the wrinkled button. She burrowed, the tip of her tongue parting the folds, sinking inside. Immy tried to disguise a reflexive retch. She couldn’t believe she was doing this – but it was so exciting to be dominated so comprehensively.

As Ash’s fingers teased around her clitoris, Immy writhed and squealed into Turq’s rectum, knowing she was close to climaxing. The taste of Turq’s back passage was revolting, but Immy couldn’t imagine a greater symbolic or physical act of submission than eating out someone’s arsehole.

Ash began to work her finger onto Immy’s clit in earnest and she howled as the tsunami of her orgasm crashed through her. She pushed her tongue deep into Turq’s bowel as the black woman ground her buttocks on to Immy’s face.

Immy was dimly aware of Turq cackling in delight as the climax consumed her. She swirled her tongue frantically around the interior of Turq’s bottom, hips thrashing under Ash’s ministrations, until the orgasm passed. She kept her tongue working until Turq pulled away.

She remained slumped over the back of the sofa as the pleasure dissipated, gasping for breath. Her mouth was full of the taste of Turq’s bowel and her backside was still throbbing from the heavy beating it had taken.

“We’re still waiting for our beer’s, slut!” Turq’s voice broke through Immy’s post orgasmic stupor.

Groaning as she struggled to lift herself upright, Immy wanted to wipe her nose and mouth but didn’t dare. Her rear-end burned anew as she moved. She felt thoroughly used.

“You need to fix your make-up, Immy, you look a right mess. But get the beers first, we don’t want to wait any longer!” Raven’s words were greeted with a titter by the others.

All three women were now sat on the sofa, looking over their shoulders at her expectantly. Immy pulled down her skirt, the latex so tight if gripped her tender bottom, pressing on her marks and she had to fight back fresh tears.

“Remember how a Moulin Noir waitress walks, Immy. Strut. Swing your hips, roll your tush, bounce your tits. Head up, make eye-contact with everyone, flirt and smile seductively. Show-off what a hot piece of arse you are and proud of it! Work that body!”

Immy made her way over to the kitchen area, aware that the others were all watching her. As she moved her hips rhythmically, the skirt flexed and moved against the raw skin underneath, rubbing the scalded buttocks, radiating pain. On top of that she had never walked in a butt-plug before – it also flexed and shifted inside her bowels, tantalized her sphincter, causing a little bit of pleasure and a large amount of discomfort. It was impossible to walk gracefully!

“She looks like she has a stick up her arse…oh wait…she does have a stick up her arse!”

The other two women laughed at Turq’s joke.

“You can do better than that, Immy!” Called Raven. “Fluid, relaxed movements. Customers don’t care if you’ve just been fucked by a horse and nor do we!”

Searching, Immy found a tray, glasses, a bottle-opener. She uncapped three beer bottles from the fridge. She strode back to the sofa, trying to disguise her physical and emotional discomfort – the prospect of another paddling proving to be a great motivator to perform at her best. She sashayed her way across the floor, making her breasts bounce as best she could, meeting their eyes.

“Bend from the waist as you present the drink, leaning right over, offering your tits to us.”

Immy obeyed Turq’s instructions, blushing furiously as she presented the tray to Raven. The goth’s eyes were sparkling with humour, a big smile revealing her perfect but unnaturally white teeth. She took a beer but left the glass. Her other hand grabbed Immy’s dangling right breast and squeezed.

“Show me how much you are enjoying your breast being caressed. Thank me for the attention!”

“Thank you, Miss Raven. That feels wonderful!”

“Keep your breasts presented until the customer has finished with them. Keep eye contact, show them how enjoyable their touch is!” Turq urged.

Raven squeezed the nipple hard, causing Immy to gasp, before hooking a finger through the nipple ring and tugging sharply, giving pain and pleasure at the same time.

“Le Moulin Noir is famous for big tits, yours are not small but they will be the smallest at the club, that’s why you’ll need to get them enhanced. You have a lot to work with, you’ll be able to go nice and large in one step. You’ll look sensational with G or H cups!” Raven’s eyes flashed with desire at the thought.

The very idea filled Immy with horror. She didn’t want to look out of proportion to her body as Raven and Ash did, and she certainly didn’t want to look like a bimbo.

She waited for some seconds as Raven continued to handle her, relieved when the stripper finally dropped her hand away. Immy moved on to Turq.

“Make sure that you position yourself so that when you offer your tits to Turq, you present your arse for me to fondle, should I so desire.”

Immy shifted, obeying Raven once more. The butt-plug felt huge in her rectum when she bent over.

“Pout at me, flirt with me!” Demanded Turq. “I want to see in your face that the thing you want most desperately in the whole world right now is my hands playing with your tits. If you can’t convince me, I’ll tan your arse until you do. This is not difficult, any old bimbo slut can do it!”

Immy hung her breasts down either side of the beer bottle’s neck, trying to project all the lust she had felt this afternoon into her expression. Turq clasped her left tit forcefully, squeezing it, grinding it into Immy’s chest. At the same time, Raven swatted her backside, her hand on the latex skirt creating a loud snapping sound.

“Barely passable!” Turq grumbled.

Raven’s hands were running over the skin-tight rubber, squeezing Immy’s glutes. Immy couldn’t prevent her hips from squirming at the assault on her tender backside, but Raven mistook it for flirting and laughed, spanking her bum once more.

“You need to practice a lot. Practice your walking, practice in front of the mirror until you can get your expressions off pat. Come back next Sunday ready to waitress convincingly.” Turq pinched Immy’s nipple viciously as she spoke, bringing tears to her eyes.

All three women only took the bottles, not the glasses. She returned the tray and glasses to where she found them and was immediately summoned back to the sofa by a snap of Raven’s fingers.

“So when you are waiting to serve, you stand in a designated spot. That would be there.” Raven pointed to a place right in front of the window. “So you become a part of the view. Clasp your hands behind your back, thrust your chest out as far as you can. Place your left foot forward, your right foot behind at a 45o angle, showing your legs off and sticking your arse out… Perfect!”

Immy stood there, self-conscious, under the gaze of the three women, reduced to an utter sex object. The trouble was, her pussy was burning as hot as her face.

“Just a bit of practice and a boob job, and you’ll be just like the rest of us!” Turq had a smile of satisfaction.

“And as you have now confirmed that you don’t think you are any better than the rest of us, there is no reason why you can’t waitress at Le Moulin Rouge is there, Immy?”

“No, Miss Raven.”

“So what are you going to do first thing when you arrive at the club tomorrow?”

“Put myself on the emergency cover rota for waitressing, Miss Raven.”

“You’ll look so sexy in your uniform, offering your tits to the dirty old men to earn yourself a tip, especially when you have your H cups!”

Immy’s stomach was churning, and it wasn’t just the lump of silicon sitting in her large bowel that was causing it. Was she sucked in too deep? Had she lost all control of her life and her body?

“Fix your make-up and then resume the position, pet.”
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Sunday 14th August 4:25pm

That was just the start of Immy’s Sunday orgy of excess. She had a passionate bout of sex with Ash, on the floor in front of Turq and Raven. Ash was so skilled in everything she did that it was a thrilling experience for Immy. Entwined together, pussies pushed against each other, they grinded themselves to orgasm kissing and caressing one another.

Before she even had time to get her breath back, Immy was on her knees, her head locked between Turq’s powerful thighs, using her tongue stud for the first time as she ate out the intimidating and commanding woman. Again, Turq took fistfuls of Immy’s hair, directing Immy’s mouth, using her face as a masturbatory device. When she was finally released she was breathless, her face covered in Turq’s pussy juice.

Ash then laced her into a little latex waspie corset, pulling repeatedly on the laces until Immy’s torso was aching. At various times, the women disappeared through a curtain that separated the studio into two, but Immy was kept too busy to have much time to think about it.

Raven half-lay on the sofa, her bum hanging off the end and legs parted. Immy found herself on her knees again, mouth pressed to Raven’s pussy until she brought the goth to a climax as well.

Soon after, her skirt removed, Immy was buckled into the harness of a strap-on. The dildo was huge, swaying in front of her with every movement. Behind the phallus there was a soft silicon tongue that slipped between Immy’s outer labia. It shifted with every step she took and every sway of the dildo, kissing her clit. It soon had her raging in arousal once more.

As Immy lay on the sofa, Ash mounted her, taking the dildo into her pussy with ease. The top-heavy dancer bounced up and down, riding Immy frenetically and forcefully to another orgasm. Ash’s bum thumping down on Immy’s hips caused the tongue to move as if she was being licked. With the pressure of the corset and butt-plug adding to the stimulation, the sensations were simply amazing. Immy revelled in her third orgasm of the afternoon.

She lay panting after Ash had kissed her and dismounted, trying to process all her thoughts and feelings pinging around her head. She felt like she was riding a bobsleigh, hurtling seemingly uncontrollably down the track, being thrown from side to side, utterly terrified and exhilarated at the same time, becoming increasingly addicted to the feeling and the danger.

The time for her to ponder was short-lived. Raven took her hand and led Immy toward the curtain. Walking on her sky-high heels, tightly corseted and with the butt-plug flexing in her bowels, strapped into an enormous dildo whose inward facing tab was caressing her pussy and clit as the dong swayed back and forth in front of her, Immy felt totally sexualized, an organism existing purely for carnal pleasure.

As she passed through the curtain, Immy’s eyes grew wide. The whole time she was being used like a sexual toy and loving it, there had been a fifth woman in the studio, tied down on a bed. Completely covered in black latex except for strategic cut-outs for her sexual parts, she was obscenely presented with pillows under her hips lifting her buttocks high, her legs chained wide apart, pussy blatantly displayed and inviting use.

She was wearing a corset similar to Immy’s, drawn extraordinarily tight over the outside of a catsuit, giving her a dramatic wasp-waist. Shiny boots that reached high up on her thighs had the most extreme en pointe heels Immy had ever seen, literally only the tips of her toes would be touching the ground if she had been standing.

Her arms were folded behind her back and strapped elbow to wrist, while her head was laced into a rubber helmet that covered her completely. Her face looked like some bizarre alien, smooth and shiny, featureless except for two grommets where her nostrils would be and a short tube sticking out from where her mouth should be.

The whole ensemble was immaculately polished, gleaming like wet tar, a genuinely stunning erotic vision that Immy couldn’t quite believe was real. Exciting and disturbing at the same time – there was an actual woman inside that get-up! What must it feel like?

In her other hand, Raven was holding the evil paddle that had caused Immy such distress and discomfort this afternoon. Much to Immy’s surprise, Raven passed the implement to her. Immy held it like it was a snake about to bite her.

Raven brought her hand down hard on one of the woman’s raised buttocks, the spank echoing around the high ceiling of the studio.

“A piece of prime grade A slut for you to play with. Warm her up first with the paddle. Make sure you don’t hold back or you’ll get another dose of it yourself. Don’t be afraid, you won’t be able to hit her too hard.”

Immy didn’t dare to hesitate. Rather this woman copped it than she got any more on her already so tender backside. She grasped the handle firmly and drew her arm back. She could see that Rubber Girl had already taken one beating this afternoon, her buttocks red and blotchy, looking sore.

Despite her reservations, Immy felt a thrill at doing unto another that which had earlier been done to her. She channelled all the confused and contradictory thoughts bouncing around in her head, all the frustration in her muddled mind into the swing of her arm. The paddle smacked into Rubber Girl’s right cheek with an alarming crack.

Immy watched the muscle jiggle violently under the force of the impact. A second later the pain registered and the body leapt to the limits of its bindings, feet tugging in their cuffs. The woman tried to lift up but she had a fearsome looking collar around her neck that held her head immobile and a chain from it was fixed to the bedhead. It snapped taught as soon as she tried to move. She writhed like a netted fish, her bound arms lifting and falling against her back, fingers opening and closing frantically.

Feeling more than a little guilty, Immy none-the-less brought the paddle down again on the left buttock – it was Rubber Girl or herself on the receiving end, so no contest.

It really was an infernal contraption, as well. Not only did the shape of the paddle leave a pink mark exactly where it contacted the cheek, but the studs on the surface left angry red spots and the square holes bored through the leather left little, white-edged squares all across the struck area. Immy knew exactly what they felt like, her own bottom was covered in them too, still stinging, and she could see why.

Who was this woman? It couldn’t be someone else from the club because they all had large breasts – except for Calli, but it couldn’t possibly be her, she was a domme, not a sub – and Immy could see as Rubber Girl fought her bonds that her tits, trapped between the mattress and her body, were distinctly small.

“Good start. Work lower. It hurts more, you must have noticed.”

Immy obeyed the order, wincing as she saw how the buttocks flexed and stretched when struck low down with an upward glance.

“Perfect, Immy. You’re a natural! Keep it up.”

The poor woman was wriggling spastically, desperately. Her breath was whistling through the gag tube urgently.

“Keep going. Give a dozen or so to each side. Get her nice and warm. She’s like you, the more you smack her the hotter she’ll get! Can you see her pussy glistening yet?”

Rubber Girl’s pussy looked slightly red and puffy, like she had been well fucked already this afternoon. Immy wouldn’t have said it was glistening.

“No, Miss Raven.”

“Keep tanning her arse and it will!”

She struck the backside again and again until her arm began to ache and she found herself getting short of breath as well – the corset preventing her from filling her lungs. It was a relief when Raven finally told her to stop, though surely Rubber Girl was even more grateful.

“You can see her shiny pussy now, can’t you?”

Immy was looking at the results of her handiwork with both horror and lust. The bottom cheeks were beetroot and littered with deep red dots and white-pink squares (her stomach knotted as she realized she could be looking at her own backside, which must surely look the same – no wonder she was so sore!)

Rubber Girl’s hips were in constant motion, thrashing about, squirming, but it was true, her labia glistened with her arousal, the fluid trickling down towards her belly.

“Yes, Miss Raven.”

“And she’s already cum three times this afternoon! Completely insatiable! The very definition of a slut!”

Raven grabbed the buttocks in her hands, kneading them cruelly. The poor woman struggled haplessly to escape the attention, completely unsuccessfully. Then Raven dragged her long, black-painted fingernails across the angry skin. Immy was both shocked and turned-on by the wanton cruelty.

“Get on the bed. You’re going to fuck her arse. In a couple of weeks this will be you getting the same thing – once we’ve loosened up that tight little rosebud of yours.”

Climbing onto the mattress between Rubber Girl’s spread legs, Immy was panicked by Raven’s words. Did she want to be Rubber Girl? Could she take it? The prospect was so scary, so alarming, yet the idea went straight to her pussy to turbocharge her arousal. She was so conflicted.

Raven now had a missile-shaped vibrator in her hand. She pressed it against Rubber Girl’s labia, teasing her with it. The latex covered hips twitched helplessly to the touches. She switched the device on. The pussy began to spasm as the buzzing vibrator moved up and down the dewy lips.

“Plenty of lubrication. She’s probably still slick from earlier, but don’t take the chance.” Raven indicated a bottle lying on the bed.

She pushed the vibrator inside Rubber Girl’s pussy, causing the prone woman to squirm and struggle.

Her palm full of lube, Immy plastered the dildo with it. Was she really about to arse-fuck a complete stranger with a massive strap-on? It was wild. It was fantastical! She parted the reddened buttocks, still so hot to the touch, fully revealing the rosebud. It looked even redder than her backside, swollen and angry, clearly having been fucked hard already. Immy squirted a dollop of lube onto it.

This would be her – Raven had said it – shrink-wrapped in latex, tied down and being anally fucked with a monster dildo.

“Just put the head against the hole and push. She’s already been arse-fucked twice, she’ll be loose and easy.”

Immy obeyed. The hole looked so small and the dildo so large. It didn’t seem feasible without hurting the woman terribly. Raven was now fucking Rubber Girl with the vibrator and the bound figure was moving so much Immy had to press hard and lean right over the shifting backside to keep it on the target.

Raven was correct. The well-used sphincter parted quite easily and the realistic glans topping the dildo slipped inside. Once within, however, Immy was surprised how hard she had to push to sink the shaft deep into the bowel. She was frightened of damaging the woman.

“Don’t be afraid, she can take it! Hold her hips and bury the dong to the hilt. Fuck her hard, she needs to really feel it, to understand that her bumhole belongs to us.”

Grabbing Rubber Girl, feeling the soft, sensuous latex moving against the body it contained, Immy forced the strap-on deeper.

“Fuck her hard!” Raven repeated. “Show her who is in charge!”

Pulling back, Immy stared at the sphincter stretched so wide to accommodate the dildo, clinging tightly to the shaft. The rim was a really angry red, looking so sore. Pushing in again, the shaft disappeared, moving forward easier this time. Slowly she started to fuck. With every back and forth the little silicon tongue inside Immy’s pussy slid up and down, touching her clit. She briefly closed her eyes, savouring the pleasure.

Immy was so absorbed in the experience that she didn’t notice what Raven was doing until a sudden movement caught her eye. She heard the now familiar woosh of the paddle moving rapidly through the air followed by the crack. Her still smarting backside burst into agonizing fire and she cried out in shock and pain.

“I said fuck her hard!”

It was immediately followed by a second swat to her other buttock.

Tears in her eyes, Immy obeyed the order, gripping the woman even harder and thrusting forcefully into Rubber Girl’s intestines until the complete length of the dildo was inside and her hips smacked into the punished bottom cheeks, still hot from Immy’s earlier punishment.

Desperate to avoid any further punishment herself, she immediately pulled back and thrust again, getting into a rhythm, feeling the body underneath her moving with the force of the fucking. Rubber Girl was in a frenzied state, penetrated in both holes at the same time, thrashing to the limits of her restraints.

At the same time, the silicon tongue inside Immy pressed hard on her clit every time she bottomed out inside Rubber Girl, driving her crazy with desire and driving her on to pound the woman even harder. All thoughts about the welfare of the person underneath her were gone, Immy needed her own sexual release and to ensure she didn’t feel the paddle again.

She struggled against the corset as she began to get out-of-breath – turned out that fucking an arse was hard work, who’d have guessed! As her need to climax became critical her hips were pistoning, the adrenalin flowing to give her more stamina, but as Rubber Girl orgasmed, fighting like a demented shark, her movements shifted the dildo madly in all directions, twisting the tongue on Immy’s clit, grinding it, forcing her to climax too. Another incredible orgasm hit her and she continued the fierce fucking until the euphoria slowly drifted away.

Completely breathless, she eventually slumped atop Rubber Girl, feeling the bound woman’s own chest rising and falling dramatically as she strived to draw air through the tube protruding from her all-confining helmet.














Part 3

Inversion
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Monday 15th August 12:00pm Midday

Bubblegum was hanging from a tubular frame that sat beside Lexi Aston’s desk. She was in a stringent hogtie, her arms fixed to her lower legs which pulled her into an acute backward curve that was painful to look at, let alone actually being strapped into the extreme half-moon profile. The position was made worse because an anal hook was connected to her braided hair, tugging her head sharply back and forcing her face to look up at the ceiling.

Only she wasn’t able to see the ceiling as the helmet she wore had no holes for her eyes, only her nostrils and her mouth. The exaggerated arc achieved despite being laced into a fully boned waspie corset.

As usual, Miss Aston’s pet was entirely encased in skin-tight bubble-gum pink latex. Catsuit, helmet, thigh-high ballet-heeled boots and gloves as well as the corset. Her peroxide blonde hair sprouting from a tube on the top of her head. The usual cut-outs in the catsuit left her crotch and buttocks exposed as well as her truly massive breasts.

The only other part of her that was visible was her mouth, pouting from the reinforced rubber that gripped tightly around it, billowy and glistening with lip-gloss and coloured pink to match her outfit.

The only clash with the total pinkness was the black leather of the harness wrapping her torso and thighs which led to the central chain above her back from which she was suspended.

Calli had seen Bubblegum on several occasions now – or actually she hadn’t, because the woman was always shrink-wrapped in rubber except for those parts needed for her sexual use. Calli had never seen her face – bar her mouth – or even her eyes. Did Miss Aston keep her perpetually blinded? That was shocking and horrifying, but more than a little erotic too.

Bubblegum’s legs and exposed crotch were facing Calli. Some procedure had been performed on her labia, they were enlarged, puffy, like the lips on her face. It was a genuinely shocking sight still even though Calli had noticed it before. But today four clips were biting into the distended flesh and from which four separate short chains depended. At the end of each chain was a ball-shaped weight. Together they dragged the labia open and downwards obscenely (and one would guess, painfully too.) Calli could see the glint of further metal inside the wet and pink interior.

The woman’s bottom cheeks were littered with whip and cane marks, old and fresh. If Miss Aston was trying to intimidate Calli, she was succeeding.

As usual, Calli was standing in front of Miss Aston’s desk (she had never been offered a seat in her visits to this office.) Miss Aston was seated behind the desk in her luxury leather chair, looking relaxed. The glass desktop showed her legs – sheathed in tight-fitting pants of white leather – were crossed. Matching knee-high stiletto-heeled boots looked even more inappropriate for a hot and humid August day, but the office was climate controlled.

Above her waist, the boss of Le Moulin Noir only wore a waistcoat of the same, laced up under her bust and with a deep scoop that barely contained her large cleavage. Miss Aston had a hard face that had received a bit too much cosmetic work and looked unnatural, slowly losing the battle against aging.

“I have been very satisfied with your work these last few months, Calli. Thank you for filling-in at such short notice and helping us out.”

“It’s been a pleasure, Miss Aston.”

In front of the unfortunate Bubblegum, two plant pots held a clump of stinging nettles, bamboo canes planted in the pots kept the nettle stems vertical, allowing the spray of venomous leaves to be at the same height as the bound woman’s exposed breasts. The oversized mammaries were dangling free, pointing forwards due to the extreme curve of her hogtied body.

As Calli watched, Miss Aston – holding a cane in her left hand – reached her arm out towards her pet, pressing the tip of the cane into the substantial flesh of the nearest breast. She thrust her arm forward quite forcefully, pushing Bubblegum backwards, before withdrawing the stick.

Now set in motion, Bubblegum swung forward and backward on the single chain from which she hung. Each time she swung forward, her breasts ploughed into the bunch of nettle leaves in front of her. Amazingly, Bubblegum remained silent, though Calli did notice the pout of her lips became more pronounced.

The movement also set the weights hanging from her labia swaying quite animatedly, causing the lips to flex and stretch.

“I hear you have been exploring your submissive tendencies lately?” Miss Aston’s hawk-like eyes focused on Calli for a moment.

How the hell did she know about that? Calli was mortified, she felt herself blushing.

Miss Aston flicked her wrist and Calli saw the cane whizz through the air and contact Bubblegum’s nipple as it emerged from the nettles. Bubblegum’s mouth opened, revealing blindingly bright bleached teeth. She gasped, her torso reflexively flinching from the pain no matter how hard she tried to control it.

“It’s good you are moving in with Raven. She is an excellent dominant and will teach you a lot about yourself, help you clarify what you need in life.”

What! Wait! She hadn’t said yes yet.

“Nothing’s decided yet, Miss Aston.”

“Nonsense, it’s a great idea. You’ll be able to reach your full potential.”

Miss Aston used her cane to set Bubblegum swinging once more, before returning her attention to Calli.

Calli wanted to tell her boss to mind her own business, but she couldn’t find the courage. Was that a worrying sign that her personality was changing? She’d never had a problem standing up for herself in the past – but she’d never faced intimidation like this in the past.

“The change in you has already been dramatic. You’re looking like a real woman now, not like the street urchin you were when I first saw you!”

Miss Aston had the smile of a pantomime villain, but Calli had a suspicion it was more real than make-believe.

Again the flick of her wrist, the low hum of the cane moving through the air and contact with poor Bubblegum’s nipple. This time Bubblegum did make a noise, but only a murmur.

“It’s time for you to think about your future, sweetheart. Edith, whose job you have been covering while she was on sick-leave, will be returning on the first of September, so we need to find another role for you; assuming you would like to stay with us?” An immaculately groomed eyebrow raised expectantly.

The news came as a shock to Calli even though she knew she was only here temporarily and that her initial three month contract did expire at the end of the month. Despite the maelstrom of thoughts that left her perpetually bewildered these days, the thought of not being at the club any more was like a punch to the gut. She was addicted to the excitement and pleasures it provided. Her life before coming here, it had turned out, was so dull that it was hardly living at all. Calli understood Miss Aston’s comment about potential – but were they talking about the same kind of potential?

“If something suitable is available, Miss Aston, I would very much like to stay.”

“Wonderful! It is time to make some changes now anyway, you are clearly more suited to a submissive identity than a dominant one.”

Was that clear? Calli didn’t think so. She liked doing both. True, she had got in pretty deep with Raven submissively, but she was still exploring, still working things out.

“Yesterday, you even allowed Immy to dominate you comprehensively, I understand?”

Who the hell had told Miss Aston about that? It was a betrayal of her privacy. Only Raven knew about it…unless someone else had worked out Calli’s identity under the helmet…

“Your credibility as a domme has gone up in smoke, sugar, especially with Immy. How can she possibly hold you in due respect after what you allowed her to do to you? The nature of your relationship has been changed fundamentally.”

“With respect, Miss Aston, Immy doesn’t know it was me. My identity was concealed.”

Miss Aston burst out laughing.

“Sweetheart, you can barely walk straight today you’ve been worked over so thoroughly! Bit sore are we? You think Immy can’t add two plus two? Shall we bring her in here and ask her?”

Calli stared at the ground in front of her.

“That won’t be necessary, Miss Aston.”

Miss Aston gave Bubblegum a third shove with her stick.

“You’re the only small-titted girl around here, Calli, you might as well have had your name printed on the helmet. Your submissive tendencies are out. Embrace it!”

Calli was sure Raven wouldn’t have revealed their relationship to Miss Aston…but Turq might have. Calli didn’t trust that woman.

“You will show all the women here the due respect their superiority warrants, that’s everyone except Bubblegum, Azure and Immy – they are your equals now, understand?”

“Yes, Miss Aston.”

“Look me in the eye!”

Calli lifted her head.

“Again!”

“Yes, Miss Aston.”

Calli didn’t know what to do. Miss Aston had wrong-footed her. She needed time to think.

Miss Aston pushed back her chair and stood up, walking around her desk. She was several inches taller than Calli, adding further to her ability to intimidate.

“Let’s start with the basics, shall we?”

She moved behind Calli.

“A slut should look like a slut, don’t you agree?”

Calli sensed this was a pivotal moment. If she played along with Miss Aston’s gambit, then her decision would be made for her, she would never escape a defined submissive role while she remained at the club. In fact that outcome was already inevitable, she was being given no alternative if she wanted to stay, and her confidence to challenge Miss Aston had evaporated after her feeble attempt just now had provoked ridicule.

“I didn’t think that was a difficult question!” Miss Aston snapped.

“Yes, a slut should look like a slut, Miss Aston.”

“Good!”

Calli was wearing a low-cut tank top over a push-up bra, giving her a cute little cleavage. Miss Aston grabbed the bottom of the garment and yanked it over Calli’s head. Calli let her arms be dragged up, not daring to resist. The top was discarded onto the floor. She felt her bra being unfastened. That was removed too.

“Pretty little things!”

Miss Aston grabbed each of Calli’s breasts, softly caressing them, her thumbs thrumming the nipples, which although already erect, still managed to harden further. Despite hating herself for it, this situation was exciting Calli, her own erotic capture was turning her on. Maybe she should stop fighting it and go with the flow.

“A slut should have nice big tits! To be a proper Moulin Noir girl, you need to get these seen to. We know the best surgeon. I always help my girls improve themselves – I can give you a loan that you can pay back in instalments from your salary. We can get it sorted in a couple of weeks.”

The hands felt so good. Calli squirmed in pleasure.

“It must be difficult when all the other girls are so much more womanly, being constantly aware that you don’t measure up. The same with your lips. We can get you a lovely permanent pout.”

The hands lowered from Calli’s breasts to her waist. Seconds later, her skirt dropped to the floor.

“You must always wear stockings, sweetheart, no excuses. I know it’s hot and sticky at the moment, but fence-net mesh hardly covers you at all and looks wonderfully slutty. Summertime provides so many opportunities for a slut to show herself off!”

Miss Aston pushed Calli forward until she bumped against the desk, then a hand on her back bent Calli over.

“Let’s have a look at you. Get right over, head on the desktop.”

Calli lay her hands flat on the cool glass, leaning over until her forehead touched it too. Her breasts spread out, compressed on the desktop, nipples pressing hard against it. Her thong was quickly dragged down over her hips and dropped to the floor.

Hands explored Calli’s buttocks, even though they were completely accessible without removing the thong.

“Studded and holed paddle! Classic implement for soft chastisement. Marks the cheeks so distinctively and keeps them tender for a couple of days afterwards. A great introduction before moving on to more serious equipment. Who gave you these?”

“Immy, Miss Aston.”

Calli gritted her teeth as her boss pressed callously on the sore marks still visible on her bottom. She had been kept in her rubber outfit all night by Raven, with her arms still bound behind her back. Only after her shower this morning had she been able to look at her backside in the mirror. It was starting to bruise and blacken, but the marks left by the studs and the holes were still clearly defined and uncomfortable to touch. Sitting down still hurt.

“Well beaten by a little strumpet like that! I trust it removed any pretentions you have to be a domme. You’re just a needy wench requiring a firm hand!”

“Apparently, Miss Aston.” Calli regretted the words as soon as she said them, they came out more sarcastic then she intended. Just a split-second lapse that was to cost her.

Immediately, she heard the hum of the cane and the crack as it impacted her backside. Instantaneous, atrocious agony. The shock initially took her breath away. When she found her voice she screamed, reflexively trying to raise herself. A strong hand in the centre of her back held her firmly in place as she struggled and writhed, utterly consumed by a pain greater than she had ever felt before. For several seconds she was aware of nothing else. Her hands instinctively moved back to grab her searing buttocks but an additional, painful rap of the cane to her knuckles caused her to abort that action.

“That, sweetheart, was an ill-judged comment. It’s been a long time since any of my girls dared to backchat me! Whatever made you think I would tolerate such disrespect from a little cunt like you?”

The hum. The crack. For the second time the cane bit into Calli’s bottom. She was beside herself, thrashing about mindlessly. Miss Aston’s strength to hold her down was remarkable. Calli shrieked, unable to handle the pain.

“I would have thought you had been here long enough now to know that I don’t tolerate impertinence!”

“I didn’t mean it that way… Miss Aston… I’m so sorry… Please forgive me!” Calli blubbered, tears pouring down her cheek.

“Not a chance, sugar.”

Hum. Crack!

“Mercy… Miss Aston… Mercy!”

“Not a chance.” Miss Aston repeated.

Hum. Crack!

“I’ve skinned backsides for that before. As it’s your first offence and you aren’t properly trained yet, you get off lightly.”

Hum. Crack!

If Miss Aston said anything else after that it was lost to Calli. She was vaguely aware her legs were kicking back wildly and the cane rapped each of her calves to deter that behaviour as well.

The cane sliced into her buttocks once more, really low, where bottom met thigh, lifting and stretching her cheeks. It was hell, pure hell.

Miss Aston held Calli down until the worst of her writhing abated. Except for her squirming hips, she lay still, not daring to move, sobbing. Her hands opened and closed as if that would somehow alleviate the pain. Her nose was running and she was gasping.

A hand grabbed a fistful of her hair roughly and turned her head sideways, forcing her ear against the desktop. Through blurry eyes she saw the cane pressed against her mouth. She kissed it desperately and incessantly until it was taken away again.

“Things have changed, Calli. You will treat us all here like goddesses from now on, and understand that you are nothing, a piece of arse, a sexual toy grateful for any attention she receives to satisfy her greedy cunt. Am I being clear?”

“Yes, Miss Aston. I understand.”

“You will not speak unless asked a question. You will not move unless I tell you to.”

Calli heard Miss Aston picking up her desk phone.

“Immy, come to my office immediately!”
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Monday 15th August 12:11pm

It had been especially warm and humid this morning and Immy had resented having to wear her knee-high tight-fitting boots. Her feet and calves had been burning by the time she reached the club, but she knew better than to remove them.

She was also wearing a PVC halter that was little more than a bikini top, pulling her tits together and up. Two triangular panels – one black, one white – cupped each breast with a deep plunge in between that displayed her cleavage. A wide strap buckled behind her back and another behind her neck, leaving most of her torso bare.

When she had been given the garment she hadn’t envisaged a situation where she would wear it voluntarily, but it was actually well suited to this hot weather, aside from her skin getting a bit sticky behind the plastic. Her body was kept nice and cool.

She was worried she was becoming desensitized to exposing herself, despite finding a legitimate reason to wear it today. It was still a trashy piece of clothing, something you would expect to see on a rap video, worn by a girl who had no role other than a crude, twerking sex object. Was she getting used to it, and the fact that the men she passed on her way here looked at her chest and not her face?

It made sense to pair it with her PVC mini-skirt that was black at the back and white at the front. It was lighter than her leather minis that were just too heavyweight for this weather, and also more comfortable against her still tender backside. Fence-net stockings were the most practical to wear to keep cool but she was under no illusion that she looked like a streetwalker. She was surprised she hadn’t been propositioned on the way here – maybe it was too early in the day. Would she be so lucky on the way home?

Her buttocks were still covered in little red dots that were particularly sensitive to the touch, as well as white edged little squares, both the result of the lengthy paddling she had received at Raven’s yesterday. She could feel the discomfort when she walked.

Despite this, the memory of yesterday’s de facto orgy immediately set her heart racing and her pussy to warming. She had cum so many times. It had been a totally amazing experience. Her carnal exploits just kept replaying in her head. The feel of the warm bodies, the tastes and smells, the sexual ecstasy. The freedom of just obeying, relinquishing all responsibilities for what happened. It was so addictive. She wanted more.

But at the same time, there were repercussions that would follow from yesterday that she couldn’t reconcile. She had promised to add her name to the emergency cover roster for waitressing. They had effectively given her no choice. Immy thought it was probably a deal breaker. There was no appeal for her whatsoever in being a topless waitress for a bunch of dirty old men.

Could she put up with doing it occasionally for the other benefits of being at the club. She really didn’t know, but suspected not. At the same time, the thought of being cast adrift back into the banal, vanilla world she had just escaped was too emotionally painful to contemplate as well.

Immy was sat at her desk, compiling some information that Calli had requested. She attached it to an e-mail and sent it to her boss. That was another box of tricks to unravel – what was going on there?

Calli had been diffident to Immy this morning, avoiding her, not looking her in the eye. It was out of character. Then she had been summoned to Miss Aston’s office only a few minutes after Immy had arrived. That was most unusual. Miss Aston didn’t normally appear until the late afternoon.

But that hadn’t been the only oddity. She had been sitting stiffly, unnaturally at her desk, occasionally shifting awkwardly. When she left the office she was walking uneasily – she tried to disguise it but didn’t convince.

As soon as she was gone, Immy sat back in her chair. Something that had remained a nagging thought in the back of her mind had leapt right to the front. She hadn’t been able to push aside the idea that the anonymous Rubber Girl she had paddled and bum fucked yesterday could have been Calli. Immy had never seen any evidence that Calli had submissive tendencies, but the body size and shape, the cute backside, her little tits – plausibly they could all belong to Calli.

And now, after this morning’s behaviour, Immy was certain it had been her boss. Anyone who had been worked over like Rubber Girl had yesterday would have trouble walking straight today at the very least!

Immy had enough disquiet over her own situation at the moment, problems deriving from the fight between her pussy and her mind for control of her body, she didn’t need her relationship with Calli to turn into a car crash as well. What the hell!

She hadn’t got much work done since Calli had gone.

The phone on her desk sprang to life, making her jump. The LCD display showed the internal caller and Immy shivered.




By the time she knocked on Miss Aston’s door, Immy had touched-up her make-up, tousled her hair and checked that her clothes were sitting right.

“Enter.”

Immy was fearful about what she was going to encounter in the club owner’s office on this irregular day, but not in her wildest imaginings did she foresee the sight that greeted her.

Calli was lying bent over Miss Aston’s desk, naked except for her boots. By the side of the desk was a tubular frame from which was suspended another woman, this one enveloped in pink latex and with massive breasts that rivalled any of the women at Le Moulin Noir for size. She was fastened in a dramatic hogtie that was a genuinely shocking display of bondage. Miss Aston was standing at the other side of the desk.

“Come here, sweetheart.”

Miss Aston’s severely short honey-blonde hair brought her facial features to prominence. The eyes of a predator, a smile that was wide and bright and only surface deep.

Her own eyes wide, Immy tried to implement everything she had been taught about posture and flaunting herself as she crossed the richly carpeted floor, placing each step directly in front of the next, rolling her hips, puffing her chest out and making sure her tits bounced conspicuously in their PVC cradles.

“Don’t you look a picture of sexual promise! We really must give you a name to match your emerging persona… Something related to the black and white… Domino! That will do nicely!”

Finding herself standing in front of Calli’s displayed backside, Immy’s supposition that her boss had been Rubber Girl was confirmed. She was staring at the same backside she had paddled and arse-fucked yesterday, complete with angry red dots and little pale-rimmed squares much like her own. Only now there were six fresh welts lying clustered low on the buttocks, raised and inflamed lines.

“How are you settling in, sugar? Everything going OK?”

“Yes thank you, Miss Aston.”

“Excellent! I’ve called you in because we are making some changes today.”

Miss Aston walked past Immy and across the office to a unit of cupboards and drawers that lined one wall. Her thighs and buttocks, sheathed in tight white leather, shimmered under the artificial lighting. When she returned she was holding a little pot and an artist’s paintbrush.

“Calli has been insolent today and so is being punished. As well as being too lippy, she has also revealed herself to be a thorough hypocrite, trying to hide her sluttish, submissive needs from everyone. Well, that is ending right now. She is going to be showing her true nature to the world henceforth!”

Miss Aston put the pot and brush down on her desk besides an evil looking cane. Immy had to resist an urge to cup her own buttocks protectively as she imagined what kind of hell it would be to get on the receiving end of that stick. She could see that Calli was unable to hold her hips still, subtly squirming against the edge of the desk.

“Did you enjoying marking up her arse yesterday? Looks like you made a decent job of it!”

Standing right beside Immy, Miss Aston was several inches taller and a very intimidating presence. Immy’s gut was knotted in fear and she was trembling. If she said or did the wrong thing she could find herself in Calli’s position in no time at all.

“Yes, Miss Aston.”

“First time fucking someone’s arsehole?”

“Yes, Miss Aston.”

“Did she squirm as you rammed the dildo deep into her bowels?”

“Yes, Miss Aston.”

“Did it make you cum?”

“Yes, Miss Aston.”

While she was speaking, Miss Aston had grabbed each of Calli’s buttocks in her palms and was squeezing each muscle like she was kneading dough. Calli sobbed and squeaked, writhing under the callous manipulation.

“At what point did you realize that the rubber slut you were sodomizing was your boss, sweetheart?”

“I had a suspicion at the time, Miss Aston, but I found the idea too hard to believe. But this morning it became obvious.”

“Her little tits are a give-away aren’t they! By not sticking out, they actually stick out!” Miss Aston found her own joke funny. Her laugh was harsh, unpleasant.

With a firm hold on each cheek, Miss Aston stretched the buttocks wide apart to reveal Calli’s puckered bumhole. It was still a deep reddish colour and slightly swollen.

“A slut’s arsehole if ever I saw one! Hold the left cheek back for me, sugar.”

Immy’s hand replaced Miss Aston’s, her fingers grasping the soft, warm flesh of Calli’s inner slope, pulling the buttock as far away from the bumhole as she could.

With her free hand, Miss Aston picked up the cane.

“Calli will be apologizing to you, Domino, for demanding your respect and obedience when she has shown us she was not worthy of it. All along she has been a needy, cum hungry slut just like you, masquerading as a dominant. Her behaviour left you in an impossible position.”

Miss Aston began to tap the cane quiet forcibly onto Calli’s exposed rosebud. She finished with a flick of her wrist and a harder hit. The tip of the cane landing right in the centre of the sphincter.

Calli’s strangled shriek reverberated around the room and her hips writhed. She attempted to lift up from the desk but Miss Aston pushed the unfortunate woman back down.

“Don’t you dare! And keep the noise down, we don’t want to hear it. Take your punishment with dignity.”

Waiting for Calli to settle down again, Miss Aston lay the cane across the top of her buttocks, almost in the small of her back.

“You really don’t want to let that cane slip off, sugar, there will be consequences.”

Miss Aston’s free hand moved right between the bowed woman’s legs. Immy saw the hand gently rub Calli’s labia, then slip two fingers inside. Calli squeaked, her hips twitched and the cane wobbled, but she was unable to prevent Miss Aston from arousing her whether she wanted it or not.

“Just a needy little cunt.” Miss Aston muttered.

She withdrew her hand and held up her glistening fingers in front of Immy’s mouth.

“Clean me off, sweetheart, I don’t want her mess on me.”

Immy took the crimson taloned fingers into her mouth, licking and sucking them clean, tasting Calli’s very familiar flavour.

Picking up the cane again, Miss Aston repeated her attack on Calli’s bumhole, tapping before using her wrist to hit it sharply. Calli squealed again, but this time kept her mouth shut, hips jumping, then wriggling. Already Immy could see the sphincter turning a deeper red and starting to puff upwards.

“Of course it is impossible for Calli to remain your boss. She has chosen to relinquish all her authority. You will no longer report to her, but treat her as an equal, understand sweetheart?”

“Yes, Miss Aston.”

For a third time, the cane addressed Calli’s bumhole. Miss Aston had to lean down hard to hold the woman in place. Calli was sobbing.

“I don’t know if you are aware that Calli is only the temporary finance manager?”

This was news to Immy.

“No, I wasn’t, Miss Aston.”

“She has been filling in for the regular finance manager who has been off ill for the last three months.”

“I didn’t know that, Miss Aston.”

“Edith will be starting back on the first of September and you will report to her, until then you will manage as best you can. If you are unsure about something, come direct to me. This is not an opportunity for you to slack off, your performance will be monitored, understand?”

“Yes, Miss Aston.”

Immy watched as the cane tapped the bumhole once more, followed by the sharper nip to finish. Calli made a sound like she was drowning, her hands slammed down on the desktop, her feet lifted off the ground.

“Wank the slut for me, would you? But do not let her cum, unless you want some stripes of your own on that pert little bottom.”

Tentatively reaching out, Immy’s fingers rubbed Calli’s hot labia. She dragged a finger down the groove, feeling the pussy twitch helplessly in response. The wetness that seeped out clung to her finger.

Tap, tap, tap, tap, tap, slap!

Again Calli’s hips moved violently, Immy’s fingers briefly losing contact with the pussy. The rosebud was looking increasingly distended and angry. Her index finger slid inside Calli, caressing the inner labia, brushing the clit hood. Calli was squirming so much Immy couldn’t tell how much was from her touches and how much from the discomfort being inflicted on the blatantly displayed bumhole.

“While Calli will continue her duties as finance manager until the end of the month, she will be transitioning to her new role as waitress. A vacancy has arisen as Turquoise will be joining the performer roster from the start of next month.”

Immy was stunned at this information. Calli as a waitress! She couldn’t get her head around the idea. She allowed her finger to press on Calli’s clit through the hood, something that produced an immediate and desperate response – the woman was very aroused, trying to increase the stimulation she was receiving.

Again Miss Aston used her cane on Calli’s puckered hole.

“It’s a long time since one of my girls dared to backchat me! Am I getting too easy in my old age, Domino? Do I give the impression that I’m a soft touch?”

“Most definitely not, Miss Aston.”

Immy’s finger pushed aside Calli’s clit hood and pressed down on the nub itself. The pussy spasmed and Calli cried out.

“Slut!” Miss Aston spat out the word. “Let’s see if you stay mouthy after today!”

The owner of Le Moulin Noir prodded the livid stripes covering Calli’s lower buttocks with the tip of the cane. Calli moaned but managed to keep her mouth closed.

Eventually, Miss Aston told Immy to stop teasing Calli. Immy couldn’t resist licking her fingers clean. She was told to pick up the pot that Miss Aston had brought over earlier. As the lid was removed, Immy peered inside at a colourless gloop. She made the mistake of putting her nose down and sniffing, quickly snapping her head back as her eyes began to water. Miss Aston laughed.

“A good friend gave me the recipe. A mixture of pepper juices, ginger and other irritants. I understand it burns like fury! Something that won’t be forgotten for a while.”

Sinking the tip of the cane into the paste, Miss Aston stirred it around until a thick coating covered the top of the stick. Immy watched as the first couple of inches of the cane were inserted into Calli’s pussy. Shallowly fucking Calli with the stick, Miss Aston twirled the implement around. After another dip into the pot, the tip of the cane was pushed through Calli’s inflamed sphincter and into her rectum.

Still keeping her mouth closed, Calli made desperate, pleading noises, her hips moving with increasing urgency.

Miss Aston gently fucked Calli’s arsehole for a few moments, before withdrawing the cane and wiping it down with a tissue. She lay it back on the desk and picked up the paint brush. Coating the brush inside the pot, she spread Calli’s labia apart and applied the brush to the sensitive inner flesh, ensuring every nook and cranny was painted with the paste.

Calli was singing, her voice rising and falling but not forming words, her body writhing with increasing animation. She began to pant.

Letting Calli’s pussy close up, Miss Aston applied more paste to the brush and coated the outer labia, her job not so easy now as Calli’s hips moved frantically against the desktop. The young woman was making continual sobbing and whimpering noises, strangling noises, squirming wildly and reflexively.

Finally, with Immy’s help once more, Miss Aston parted Calli’s buttocks and applied a thick coat of the paste onto the already livid looking rosebud.

“You are an impertinent brat who needs to learn her place in the world. And there will be no more hiding and pretending you are someone else!”

Miss Aston was leaning heavily on Calli to hold her down as she squirmed frenetically and spastically. The club’s owner looked at Immy, her eyes sparkling with excitement and pleasure. This time her smile was genuine, but utterly terrifying, and Immy was both appalled and aroused in equal measure.

“Be a dear and clean off my brush for me, sweetheart. My private bathroom is through there!” Miss Aston handed the brush to Immy, nodding to a door behind her desk.

Immy couldn’t hide the shake in her hand as she took possession of the brush.
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When Immy stepped back into the office, Calli was now kneeling in front of Miss Aston, her back curved to thrust her chest out, hands locked together behind her. She was trying desperately to keep still, but not succeeding, squirming gently. Immy could still hear her heavy, uneven breaths. As she moved closer, she saw Miss Aston had the cane in her hand again. She was watching Calli closely.

“Focus on staying still. Self-discipline. Compliance. We don’t care what discomfort you are in, all that matters is that you are found pleasing.”

She continued to study Calli. Occasionally she moved her wrist and the cane flicked one of Calli’s nipples, causing the kneeling woman to gasp.

“Still!”

This game continued until Miss Aston was satisfied. Immy could still see Calli’s hips twitching but she seemed to generally have control of her body now. Her face was twitching also, lips trembling. Her eye make-up had run. Her eyes were glazed, as if her mind were in another place.

Miss Aston pressed the back of her hand to Calli’s lips. Calli kissed it eagerly.

“Kiss my feet!”

The hand withdrew, Calli bent over and put her lips to Miss Aston’s white stilettos again and again, moving over every available area.

“You may thank me for taking the time to correct you.”

“Thank you for correcting my behaviour, Miss Aston. I am very grateful.” Calli’s voice was cracked and hoarse.

“Barely adequate. Now apologize to Domino for expecting her to work under your authority when you are obviously so unfit for the role.”

Calli shifted around so she was facing Immy. Her eyes, still in some faraway place, briefly met Immy’s, her face flushing with embarrassment.

“I’m deeply sorry for my behaviour, Domino, please forgive me.” She dropped her head as she spoke.

Stepping to the side of the desk where the pink latex clad woman was hanging, suspended and temporarily forgotten, Miss Aston put a hand between the spread-open legs. The hogtied woman began to squirm, swaying gently.

“Have you met my pet Bubblegum before, Domino?”

“No, Miss Aston.”

“She’s the product of years of investment, a pure submissive sex object, just living for sensation – pain, pleasure and everything in between. I keep her blind and deaf most of the time – her ears are plugged and capped under the helmet – it intensifies those feelings profoundly. I’ve almost succeeded in eliminating her personality. Immaculate submission. Total obedience. It is incredibly rare to find someone capable of achieving this. She is very special.”

She stroked Bubblegum’s shiny rubber thigh, the closest thing to affection Immy had ever seen from Miss Aston, then she pushed the severely bound woman forward quite forcefully, sending her swinging violently. Bubblegum’s huge bare breasts, prominently thrust forward by the crescent shape her body was formed into, ploughed into the profusion of leaves in front of her.

With horror, Immy realized that those leaves were stinging nettles. Her blood turned cold, she felt her fingers tingle from the shock. This was way, way out of her comfort zone. But still her pussy warmed at the erotic wonderment of the scene.

Bubblegum swung back and forth on the single chain she was hanging from, her breasts repeatedly colliding with the nettle leaves, but Immy could see no physical reaction from the woman, maybe her pout became more pronounced, but that could have been Immy’s imagination.

Miss Aston moved behind her desk and sat back in her chair, a sick smile of satisfaction on her face.

“Calli, you can prove your humility by eating out Domino’s arse. Get your tongue right inside her and leave it there until I tell you otherwise!”

Responding instantly, Calli crawled around behind Immy. Glancing nervously at Miss Aston, Immy began to hike up her skirt.

“Don’t bother doing that, just get your kit off! I need to see what you look like, anyway.” Miss Aston had her iPhone in her hand. She gestured at Immy.

Calli’s hand reached the zip of Immy’s skirt before her own did. Soon the plastic was sliding down her legs. She stepped out of it, hesitating for only a moment before removing her halter. Miss Aston wasn’t looking, instead she was tapping a message into her touchscreen. Calli pulled down Immy’s thong and discarded it.

Immy was still trembling, standing naked in front of Miss Aston except for her garter belt, stockings and boots. She felt Calli’s hands on her calves, trying to spread her feet further apart. She separated them but it wasn’t enough for the seated club owner.

“Wider than that!” Miss Aston barked.

It was uncomfortable to have her feet so wide in such skyscraper heels, putting a strain on her ankles. Immediately Immy felt Calli separating her buttocks.

“Stick your arse out! You can rest on my desk if you need to.”

Immy grabbed the edge of the desktop, leaning forward and thrusting her rear end at Calli’s face.

“I want you to describe exactly what Calli is doing to you in real-time, so I know she is obeying my orders.” Immy had Miss Aston’s full attention once again, her predatory eyes scrutinizing the young woman.

Calli’s facial cheeks pressed hard into Immy’s bottom cheeks as they were stretched as wide as they would go. Immy felt Calli’s hot breath on her rosebud, her nose pushing into Immy’s bum crack and then her mouth touching her sensitive sphincter.

Immy shivered at the strange sensation, her heart was pounding in her chest. She met Miss Aston’s gaze.

“Calli’s lips are on my…bumhole…Miss Aston. Her tongue is licking my hole.”

Immy squeaked as Calli’s tongue pressed harder on her anal ring.

“Have you not had your arse eaten before, sugar?”

“No, Miss Aston.”

“It’s a rare privilege for a slut like you, ordinarily you would be doing the eating. Make the most of the experience.”

Calli took a firmer grip on Immy’s buttocks, burrowing deeper into her bottom.

“Ooh! She’s pressing her tongue right into the centre… I can feel my hole opening…but it’s tight…it doesn’t wasn’t to give…”

“Put more weight onto your hands and curve your back further, push that arse out, help her a bit.”

Immy obeyed. The tongue wriggled urgently against her anal ring, she felt it ease open.

“Oh!... Her tongue is inside me… Miss Aston.”

“Inside what, sugar?”

“Inside my anus, Miss Aston.”

Calli pushed harder still, her tongue moving frantically. Immy’s sphincter stretched apart and she felt the tongue slide properly inside her. She squeaked again.

“Don’t you mean your bowel, your rectum, your poop chute?”

“Yes…Miss Aston.”

“Say it! Be more descriptive!”

“Calli’s tongue is in my…rectum… Miss Aston… In my poop chute… Oh!... She’s licking the inside of my sphincter!”

There was a knock at the door. Both Immy and Calli froze.

“Enter.”

Immy heard the door open but it was out of her sight. She felt her face burning red to be standing as good as naked with a woman’s tongue up her arse, though it occurred to her that Calli would be feeling even worse.

“Continue!” Miss Aston barked.

Calli’s tongue went to work even more frenetically.

“Ooh!.. Oh!.. The tip of her tongue is licking the wall of my intestine, Miss Aston… It feels very peculiar!”

“So Calli Webster, who used to be your boss, is kneeling between your legs with her tongue in your arse, licking out your bowels?”

“Yes, Miss Aston!”

“So you are clear that the nature of your relationship is now different?”

“Yes, Miss Aston.”

“And how about you, Calli, are you clear that the nature of your relationship with Domino is different?”

Calli finally withdrew her tongue from Immy’s bumhole, drew her face out of Immy’s bottom. She was sobbing, gasping for air.”

“Yes, Miss Aston.”

“In future, you will eat out any arsehole you are told to, and you will always thank that person for the privilege of doing so, starting right now, and be explicit!”

“Thank you, Domino, for allowing me to taste your bowels, your poop chute. I am very grateful.”

“Super!”

There was a gleam of satisfaction in Miss Aston’s eyes. Blue eyes that were so cold they caused Immy to shiver again.

“Thank you, Magenta. Put the bag down beside Domino. I want you to take down Bubblegum and put Calli up in her place. You can take Bubble back to the apartment and suspend her uncomfortably somewhere – surprise me!”

“Yes, Miss Aston.”

Magenta moved into Immy’s line of sight. The Exotic Performance Artiste was dressed in a catsuit and helmet similar to Bubblegum’s - except the helmet had eyeholes, but her crotch, bottom and massive breasts were all bare. The colour was also pink, but a much more vivid, darker pink and with matching thigh-high steeple-heeled boots.

“Now we have some things to discuss, Domino. As I said, we are making some changes.”

Immy still had Calli between her legs, breathing heavily, preventing her from drawing her feet back together and standing up, so she remained with her legs wide apart, her weight on her hands on the desk, her bum thrust out behind her and her breasts thrust provocatively towards Miss Aston.

There was a noisy hum and clatter as Magenta activated the winch which lowered Bubblegum’s half-moon shape to the floor.

“The merchandising strategy continues to be successful and so we will be expanding upon it. We will be producing a calendar for launch in the run-up to Christmas, offering mail-order and also the chance for customers to have their photo taken with the girls. As part of this plan, we will need the merchandising desk to be manned more fully.”

Miss Aston’s words were accompanied by the clink and rattle of metal as Bubblegum was released from her severe restraints.

“To fit in with this, your hours of work will be changing. From tomorrow you will be working from four in the afternoon until midnight and your role will be significantly more customer facing. You will also receive commission from the merchandise sales to reflect the increase in importance of your role and to incentivize you to maximize sales.”

Immy took in Miss Aston’s words with dismay. She didn’t want that. She wasn’t even being asked if she wanted that, just being told that she would do it.

“You will need to look your best at all times as you will be representing the values and image of the club to our customers. You are looking good. The gym regimen is toning you up nicely. Your tits are very nice, but as you know, big tits are something of a brand for Le Moulin Noir, so I want you to seriously consider augmenting them. I will be making an appointment for you for a consultation with our plastic surgeon in the next few days so you can discuss this with her.”

Immy felt like the floor had disappeared beneath her and she was in freefall.

“I think your lips could do with some further enlargement too, a permanent pout so that they look like they’re always hungry for cock. Think about it.”

Glancing at Bubblegum and Magenta just a short distance away, Immy saw their freakish, oversized breasts and lips projecting dramatically from the tight latex surrounding them. The thought of looking like that was too horrifying to contemplate.

Miss Aston followed Immy’s eyes and thinking.

“You don’t need to go to that extreme, unless you want to, of course. The surgeon will discuss your options with you. These two sluts just reflect my personal tastes.”

Immy heard Bubblegum gasp as limbs that had been held taught and immobile for who knew how long were allowed to move.

“I’ve received a note that you are requesting consideration for the emergency cover roster for waitressing. That is a wonderful idea and couldn’t come at a better time – everyone wants time off in August, it’s a real headache for us! We will be able to give you shifts almost straight away.”

So it didn’t matter if Immy would have gone through with the request or not. Someone had done it for her.

“If it goes well you will have first option at a permanent waitressing position when one becomes available. Other office girls have made the move in the past. It provides an opportunity to earn a lot more money.”

Bubblegum made a small noise of distress as Magenta pulled the woman to her feet, her hand was wound around the pet’s plaited hair, using it to lift her up. For the first time, Immy got a frontal look at Bubblegum’s nettle-stung breasts. There didn’t seem to be any part that had escaped the leaves, both tits covered in a rash of miniscule red and white dots. It almost looked as if her skin was bubbling. It was truly shocking. Immy had to resist the instinct to cover her own breasts protectively with her hands.

The pet struggled to get her feet underneath her to take the strain off her scalp, an action made more difficult because of the acute angle her ankles were held at in the ballet boots. Even though her hands were no longer restrained, she kept them clasped behind her back, not using them to help herself.

Miss Aston arose from her chair, temporarily ignoring Immy and strutted across the office to the storage unit once more.

“Give Bubble a couple with the cane for that unseemly display, the lazy cunt!”

“Yes, Miss Aston.” Magenta showed no reaction to the order.

She picked up the cane from the desk, and still holding Bubblegum bent over by her hair, led her across to the sofa. She almost threw the woman onto the seat, dragging her into place with her shins on the leather cushions, knees pressed against the seat back and her torso bent over the top, her massive mammaries hanging over the back. She lifted the pet’s hands from the small of her back to behind her head. Bubblegum’s bottom stuck out vulnerably.

Magenta stood back and raised the cane above her head. There was a fizz as the stick moved through the air, then a sickening splat as the cane bit heavily into the overhang at the base of Bubblegum’s buttocks. The pet jerked forward but otherwise remained quiet and relatively motionless. Immy was astounded at the self-control displayed by the poor woman.

Waiting some time, Magenta rubbed the cane across the fresh welt she had created, then pulled her arm back and launched another stroke right into the crease where buttock became thigh. This time Immy was sure she heard a gasp and Bubblegum’s hips squirmed.

“Another one won’t do her any harm.” Miss Aston remarked as she made her way back to the desk.

She too grabbed a handful of hair, but this time it was Calli’s, and Immy’s former boss was dragged from behind her towards the suspension frame. In her other hand, Miss Aston was holding a bunch of gleaming black latex that she dropped onto the desk. The mass of black rubber split into two and Immy identified a short corset and a helmet.

Immy was finally able to stand up and draw her legs closer together, relieving the strain on her ankles. She heard the third cane strike land on Bubblegum’s unfortunate rump.

“Braid Calli’s hair for me, Mage.”

Magenta made her way back to the desk, swinging her hips, bouncing her huge tits, the rubber wrapping her body snapping and squelching with her movements. She was a small woman, which only served to make her breasts look even more out-of-proportion to her body. For a brief moment, her eyes met Immy’s and Immy remembered the feel of the woman’s hands on her body last week.

There was something disturbing in those eyes. Heavily made-up, with long, curly false lashes – as with all the women who worked here – but that was where the sparkle ended. Behind the paint there was something dead, empty. There wasn’t even any fear or trepidation, which one would expect to see working for someone so volatile and sadistic as Miss Aston. There was no discernible excitement or lust to be seen.

Calli remained kneeling where Miss Aston had left her. She seemed to be in shock. Her hands were curled into tight fists and her hips continued to move subtly but perpetually. Meanwhile, Miss Aston was standing behind Immy.

She pressed right up against her, pushing her breasts into Immy’s back, her leather pants rubbing against Immy’s still mildly tender bottom. Her hands wrapped around Immy’s waist.

“So! We need to create your persona now that you will be interacting more fully with our customers. We need you to be sexy and sultry and very definitely slutty. Someone to be desired, fantasized about, who makes the men feel special and draws them back here again and again. Sex on a stick! And today, Domino is born!”

Her hands moved up to cup Immy’s breasts. She took Immy’s nipples between her thumbs and forefingers and squeezed them hard. Immy gasped.

“Nips nice and hard already, that’s good. That’s the way they need to be, show the customers you aren’t a fake, but a real live horny slut that welcomes their attention.”

Men didn’t make Immy feel that way, but she dared not tell that to Miss Aston.

“So, we have a uniform for you, like all the other girls, to make you easily identifiable. You will wear it every day – you can change in the dressing room with the other girls, but you must be ready for when you start work and not remove it until you have finished, no exceptions – exactly the same as all the other girls. Understand, sugar?”

“Yes, Miss Aston.”

Still feeling like she was in freefall, Immy’s gut was tied in a knot. She just wanted to run, her future here appearing alarming and sinister (in the wrong kind of way!) But that was her head, her pussy had other ideas, her lust was raging, her own fear and helplessness fuelling her arousal. Two dissonant voices grappling for control of the rest of her body. She was terribly confused.

“Your new uniform is in the bag.”

Miss Aston pulled away from Immy, gesturing to the large plastic bag that Magenta had brought with her.

“Get it on and let’s see what you look like!”

Immy didn’t dare to hesitate. The contents of the bag were as bad as she feared, very similar to those worn by the waitresses – and of course, everything was black and white. Miss Aston leaned against the front of her desk, her hard eyes gleaming with excitement and carnality as she watched Immy first remove the remnants of her existing outfit and then get dressed in the new one. The boss was really getting off on this exercise.
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Monday 15th August 12:47pm

There was a black ankle boot and an identical white one, both the same style as the waitresses wore, with five-inch needle heels. A white fishnet stocking and a black one.

“You must be coordinated properly, Domino.” Miss Aston warned. The white stocking on the same leg as the black boot, the black glove on the same side as the black boot, always! Your image is so important!”

The black latex G-string was tiny, a narrow strip that barely covered Immy’s labia and so tight-fitting that it clung to her lower lips like a second skin, creating an immediate and pronounced camel toe. The waistband and straps were narrow reinforced rubber that hid nothing, sinking deep into the crevice between her buttocks. Something Immy would be conscious of even though it couldn’t be seen, reinforcing her lewdness and vulnerability.

The skirt was chequered, each square about two inches across. It wrapped around her buttocks, cupping them individually. It was just long enough to cover her stocking straps but with each step the latex would be pulled up enough to flash them.

She had the same collar and cuffs as the waitresses, imitation dress shirt, but they were actually made of white plastic that could be wiped clean easily. They were quite stiff, not comfortable to wear, especially the collar pressing against her neck. The one difference was that instead of a conventional tie, she had a bow tie – again of plastic. The bows were quite large, one side black and one side white.

There was also a little waspie corset. One half was black latex with white spots configured in the form found on domino blocks, while the other side was white with black domino spots.

“You will need a hand being tied into that. It has to fit tight. A narrow waist with the dramatic flare as it reaches your hips. Wearing it loosely cinched will not be permitted!”

Miss Aston assisted Immy with the fitting on this occasion, having her suck her waist in as much as possible so the laces could be drawn unreasonably tight, creating a permanent ache around Immy’s middle. Immy found the infernal garment was more than a physical restraint, it exerted a psychological one as well, leaving her permanently conscious of how her body was controlled and her image sexualized.

She had a glow-in-the-dark hairband as well, like the waitresses. It had black and white diagonal stripes across it, only the white stripes caught the light. The final items were latex gloves that rolled right up to her armpits, wrapping her arms so close they very quickly became uncomfortable.

“You’ll be handling lots of photos and posters and we don’t want them covered in your sticky fingerprints do we, sugar? Gloves will be a necessity!”

Immy couldn’t see what she looked like, but didn’t have any difficulty imagining. She must have looked even more ridiculous and objectified than the waitresses were. It was so restrictive and uncomfortable and yet at the same time she was so exposed. How could she maintain her dignity?

“And so we have Domino! Now, you have to own the persona, sugar. You’re standing there like a shop window dummy at the moment! You need to believe you are the hottest piece of arse in the club and show everyone that you know it, all of the time! Do you need a couple with the cane to perk you up, sweetheart?” Miss Aston’s eyes narrowed threateningly.

“No, Miss Aston.”

Just the threat was enough. Domino came to life, a vivacious sexpot appeared, despite such a personality being entirely alien to Immy. She pulled her arms behind her back and thrust her chest at Miss Aston, pouting, flashing her eyes. Then she spun around, lifting her arms above her head and shaking her bum at the virago.

Then she strode across the office with her sexiest walk, turned and strutted back, making sure her bare breasts were bouncing. She used the smile she had been practicing at home for when people stared at her. Finally, she took up the waiting pose that Raven and Turq had taught her yesterday, feet at an angle, hands clasped behind her back, both tits and arse thrust out.

Miss Aston was smiling, the venom temporarily gone from her countenance.

“That’s more like it. You need to keep up that attitude. You are nothing but a slick cunted, brazen slut and proud of it!”

“Yes, Miss Aston.”

Immy noticed how the corset exaggerated the movement of her tits with each breath she took. She could see them rising and falling in front of her, rock hard nipples sticking out. What had she let herself be turned into?

She had noticed in her walk back across the room that Magenta had finished braiding Calli’s hair and had pulled on the black latex helmet over Calli’s head. She was tugging on the laces, drawing the rubber taut to the kneeling woman’s skull. The dark chestnut hair with flashes of blonde had been pulled through a short tube on the top of the helmet. It was much shorter than Bubblegum’s mane, presented this way it didn’t reach as far as her neck.

The helmet’s design was the same though, with no eyeholes, two grommets for Calli’s nostrils and a heavily reinforced mouth hole that pinched the flesh tightly, forcing her lips out in an exaggerated pout. It covered Calli right to the bottom of her neck. Immy shuddered at the thought of being confined in it, it must have been hot and claustrophobic.

“Up!”

Magenta used the braid to pull Calli up onto her feet, the blank rubber face hiding any distress she might be displaying underneath.

“Hands above your head!”

Immy could still see the constant, restrained motion in Calli’s hips. She was still feeling the effects of the paste Miss Aston had applied earlier.

The black corset Miss Aston had left on the desk earlier was taken by Magenta and wrapped around Calli’s midriff. It looked to be the same as the one Immy was wearing except for the colouring.

Immy’s eyes returned to Miss Aston, who was unzipping her leather pants while glancing between Calli and Immy. She peeled the tight leather over her hips and down her thighs until they dropped around her ankles. A matching leather thong soon followed.

She had a scrawny body for someone her age, like she didn’t get enough to eat. Her hipbones stuck out prominently. Between them and above her mound there was a neat little square of groomed pubic hair that showed its natural grey colouring.

“You just talked the talk, sugar, now you need to really walk the walk. Show me that the slut Domino can perform as well as she promises – that she does exactly what it says on the tin! Send me to sexual heaven, sweetheart!”

Immy didn’t dare to hesitate, dropping to her knees, trying to disguise that she wasn’t attracted either physically or emotionally to Miss Aston and the thought of having sex with someone so old was particularly unappealing. The woman had to be in her mid-fifties at least, more than twice Immy’s age.

Her pussy had very prominent inner labia that forced their way past the outer, giving it an open appearance. As Immy had suspected, Miss Aston was already excited, her wetness visible. The domination and humiliation she had been dosing out so liberally on the fetishized women she had at her disposal had prepared her nicely.

The kneeling woman pressed her mouth to the lips and drew her tongue up the length of the pussy. Immy didn’t know if it was an age thing, but Miss Aston had a distinctly fishy taste that was not pleasant, but she lapped diligently at the hot flesh, burrowing her tongue inside. She must have been over-zealous as Miss Aston gripped hold of Immy’s hair painfully.

“Slow down, sugar! Love the enthusiasm but I want to savour this. Take your time.”

She shifted her position slightly, pulling Immy’s face deeper into her crotch. Her thighs closed around Immy’s head, pressing against her ears and taking away most of her hearing. It was hard for Immy to get any air, her mouth and nose overwhelmed with the scent and taste of the older woman’s pussy.

Immy used her new tongue stud gently, caught between a desperate need to get the act over with as quickly as possible and Miss Aston’s order to take it easy. Miss Aston controlled the situation though, pulling Immy’s face away when she got too excited, directing the mouth to the labia or the tongue as deep inside as Immy could get, her hands curling into balls in Immy’s hair, deliberately hurting her.

“Not there, not yet!”

She wouldn’t let Immy touch her clitoris.

The session went on for a long time. Immy’s lips were bruising, her tongue aching and she felt thoroughly used, her mouth full of the woman’s horrible taste. But gradually, Miss Aston became more excited, her hips and pussy began to spasm, her thighs squeezing Immy’s head tighter and tighter, the hair tugs more painful.

“On my clit, now!” Miss Aston growled.

Immy’s face was forced hard into the pussy. She attacked the large clit with her piercing, finding new energy for the sore muscle. Miss Aston cried out and squirmed, spreading her juice across Immy’s face, tugging the kneeling woman’s head from side to side roughly. Again this seemed to go on and on before eventually she slowed and then was still, fists in hair holding Immy’s head in place, nose buried inside the pussy. At least Immy could breathe through her mouth as she waited to be released.

“Good girl.”

Miss Aston spread her legs again and let go of Immy.

“Clean me up with your tongue, sugar, every drop.”

Immy obeyed, lapping like a dog on her boss’ pussy, on her knees, dressed in the ridiculous, humiliating costume, knowing she would never forget the taste and smell of Miss Aston’s sex. This wasn’t the place she wanted to be or the person she wanted to be when her infatuation for Crimzon had brought her here that first time. Somewhere it had gone wrong.

“Up you get, sweetheart!”

Immy tried her best to get off her knees gracefully, but only partially succeeded. No matter how often she watched Azure do it flawlessly and erotically, she could never perfect the technique. She could feel Miss Aston’s pussy juice all over her lower face beginning to tighten as it dried out, but she dared not wipe at it.

As Miss Aston restored her leathers, the drone of the winch distracted Immy. She watched wide-eyed as the chain hanging from the frame that had held Bubblegum not so long ago, raised Calli’s bent form in her place. Calli’s predicament seemed identical to her predecessor except it lacked the splash of bright colour that so loudly defined Bubblegum’s presence.

The hogtie was just as extreme, curving Calli into a severe crescent shape – though the profile was much different due to Calli’s much smaller breasts, they were no less exposed and vulnerable for all that. Her braid was tied to the top of the anal hook, the shiny metal disappearing between the woman’s bottom cheeks and tugging her head right back so that her glossy, featureless latex face was parallel to the ceiling.

The winch stopped and Calli swung gently, not enough to reach the nettles in front of her. She was a shocking but highly erotic sight, the corset giving her waist a dramatic hourglass curve. Even the four weights that had been hanging from Bubblegum’s labia had been clamped onto Calli’s, stretching them downwards grotesquely.

“I think a gag will be required, Magenta. She’s not well-trained enough to keep quiet over the next few hours. A pear should do the job nicely.”

“Yes, Miss Aston.”

Her latex catsuit crackling and snapping, Magenta strode across to the storage unit that Miss Aston had plundered earlier.

“Do me a favour, sugar. Wank the slut again, will you, and don’t let her cum under any circumstances.”

“Yes, Miss Aston.”

Immy moved between Calli’s splayed legs. The weights pulling on the labia held it wide open, the insides wet and glistening with her helpless excitement. A rubber covered finger teased the inside of the distended outer labia, causing Calli to quiver and gurgle, before caressing the inner labia and then more crudely rubbing up and down the length of the pussy.

Calli cried out gently, her hips spasming. She squirmed helplessly. Immy couldn’t believe how aroused the woman was – would Immy be if she was in Calli’s unfortunate position. She didn’t think so, but her body had betrayed her so many times she couldn’t bet on it.

Magenta returned with a fearsome looking gag. It actually did look like a small pear, bulbous and gently tapering to a narrow tube that would protrude between the lips, allowing the wearer to breath. A leather strap was attached to fasten the device behind the back of the head.

Squeezing Calli’s shiny covered cheeks, Magenta forced her mouth wide, but it still took some effort to get the fat end between Calli’s teeth. Calli squealed in discomfort, but once it was in place her silence was enforced.

All the time, Immy kept her finger playing inside Calli’s pussy, occasionally stimulating her clitoris through the hood. Touches that produced rather violent wriggles. She had to be careful, it wouldn’t take much to bring Calli off. Who knew this woman had such powerful submissive urges?

“Perfect, Mage! That will do for now. You can take Bubble back to the apartment.”

“Yes, Miss Aston.”

Immy pushed three fingers into Calli and began to fuck her, feeling the hogtied woman shudder. The weights swung back and forth quite dramatically, her distorting labia looking quite surreal.

“You can return to your duties, Domino. Don’t forget to take your clothes with you.”

Immy reluctantly withdrew her fingers. Miss Aston offered her a box of tissues.

“I should wipe those fingers clean if I were you! You don’t want to get that hellfire paste anywhere sensitive, believe me!” Miss Aston laughed.

Immy was only too happy to obey.

“And give the insubordinate slut a nice firm push before you go, would you! Let’s get those nettles working on her tits.”

Calli’s legs were strapped tightly, doubled over at the knee. Immy’s palms covered the knees and shoved hard. Calli surged forward, her chest ploughing into the nettles. This close, Immy could hear the gag muffled howl and see the frenetic squirming as Calli pointlessly fought her bindings. Immy watched the body moving back and forth, breasts dragging through the poisonous leaves. She turned away reluctantly.

“Let’s see if a few hours swinging there improves her attitude at all!” Miss Aston had such an evil glint in her eye, Immy found herself quivering in terror.
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Wednesday 17th August 3:54pm

On her knees between Turq’s legs, Immy’s mouth was fastened on the black woman’s pussy, her tongue stud working on the large, erect clitoris between her lips. Turq’s hands wrapped Immy’s head, pushing her face harder into the pussy as it convulsed in a powerful orgasm. The tall woman’s hips writhing as she rode her wave of ecstasy, dragging Immy’s face back and forth, up and down.

At the same time, Ash was crouching behind Immy. In her hand she held a slim, missile shaped vibrator that was being skilfully applied to Immy’s own clitoris. Her own hips were dancing as the grey-haired dancer pressed the tip of the vibrator against her nub and Immy’s climax crashed through her body and mind just a few seconds later.

She screamed in delight, the sound lost inside the pussy her mouth was still locked against. It was another incredible orgasm, full of all the sensual overload Immy had come to expect since arriving at Le Moulin Noir, taken from her, out of her control while she could taste and smell nothing but the pussy she had to service and she was on her knees on the hard tiles of the toilet floor – so crude and sordid, but so exciting.

Turq pushed Immy away, her wide, bright smile showing her satisfaction. The vibrator was gone from Immy’s pussy. She wanted to savour the post-orgasmic haze, that brief period of sexual satisfaction before the lust and need rose again demanding more, but she didn’t get the chance.

“You need to shift your arse and clean yourself up or you’ll be late for your shift!”

Unfortunately Turq was right. Immy got to her feet, knees sore from pressing into the hard floor. She grabbed some paper towels to clean her crotch. The G-string that barely covered her labia had been pushed aside by Ash. She adjusted it back into position, feeling it wrap her lips like a second skin. She drew down her uniform skirt that had been rolled up to her waist. Her face was a mess as well. She strode back into the dressing room to reapply her lipstick and gloss.

She wasn’t mentally comfortable in the uniform yet, even in a dressing room filled with women dressed just as demeaningly as she was. She had difficulty looking the others in the eye. The mirrors all along one wall reflected the image of Domino back at her and her humiliation at being presented in such a way burned just as intensely as yesterday and the day before that.

She made it to the office upstairs at exactly 4pm with no time to spare. Miss Aston had installed a camera in the office. Everything they did in the room was recorded, meaning they had to project the persona’s assigned to them constantly. Immy shivered at the thought of what Miss Aston would do to her when she spotted something she found unsatisfactory.

Her relationship with Calli was difficult. They tended to ignore each other unless they had to interact, when they were both shy and awkward, overly polite to each other. Calli was a woman transformed, both visually and mentally.

She was so subdued and quiet, her expressions hard to read and she still often had a faraway look in her eyes even two days after her traumatic experiences in Miss Aston’s office. She had been pushed into a dramatically submissive role and remained firmly enveloped in it.

She had been given a waitressing uniform which she had to wear even in the office (the same as Immy.) When Immy arrived at the office yesterday, Calli’s hair had been radically changed. It was possible it was a wig, but she didn’t think so. It was bright white and fell to her waist. Before it had been tousled and shaggy looking, now it was sleek and shiny, almost having the sheen of latex or leather.

A long fringe fell right to the top of her eyes and the longer hair framed her face right to the edge of her eyes as well, only revealing the centre of her face. She looked like a completely different person. The length and bold colour was arresting, making her stand out even amongst the brash and extrovert looks that dominated at the club. It couldn’t have been more attention-grabbing. Immy had been shocked.

Immy sat at her desk and booted up her PC. She was supposed to print off the replacement pictures and posters for those that had been sold last night and get them to the merchandising corner of the bar as soon as possible, then locate herself there as soon as she got her admin duties out of the way.

She hated being down there and going out onto the floor, having the lecherous eyes of the clientele on her from all directions. She felt like a piece of meat. She got off on it when beautiful women looked at her that way, but not at all when it was men, especially the seedy variety that inhabited Le Moulin Noir. She didn’t know how the other women could put up with it.

There were two e-mails from Miss Aston. Both filled Immy with horror. Domino would be making her waitressing debut Monday night – a seven till midnight shift. She felt sick to her stomach. Miss Aston had also made an appointment for Immy to see a cosmetic surgeon at midday of the same day.

Immy just stared at the screen, reading the words over and over – or not really reading the words at all, her mind racing, panicked.

Although the past few months had been life changing, thrilling at times, opening her mind to experiences and levels of pleasure she didn’t know were possible, things had veered off in a terrifying direction recently as she lost more and more control of her life and her body. She was addicted to the sexual encounters she frequently had – like the one that had happened just minutes ago – but she was being pushed to go where she didn’t want to go, to be someone she didn’t want to be.

She had sacrificed so much to get to this point – her old job, her old life, even her old friends (few as they were and who she was too ashamed to see anymore) and she most definitely didn’t want any of that back. She had no regrets leaving that all behind. But her initial draw to the club, Crimzon, was playing only a fleeting role in her life and she couldn’t see how that was going to change (even worse, she was bombarded with images of the dancer continually in the merchandise, just to rub it in.)

Miss Aston’s ruthlessness and cruelty were worrying. Immy was being used to meet the virago’s business needs, steamrollered into a role without any concern for her welfare. Was this the price to be paid for living a submissive lifestyle? After all, if she submitted to others it meant doing as she was told, whether she liked it or not – that was the whole point of taking the scenario beyond a game.

Giving over the control of her life to others might have been exciting, but it was also a huge risk. She had to trust that the power wouldn’t be abused, but she felt that it was. She didn’t want to be turned into a silicone-titted bimbo, being groped by disgusting men day and night. At the same time she was frightened of losing access to this world and never getting it back. Immy was confused and scared, but she had to make a decision. Was she in or was she out?

Fundamentally, Immy was unhappy. She didn’t think Miss Aston was worthy of her trust and she had never aspired to be under her control in the first place. Crimzon, Azure and Calli had brought her fantasies to life, not Miss Aston.

She glanced across to Calli, whose new name was going to be Snow. Was she feeling the same things as Immy (the same thing was happening to her too, surely?) Was what happened to Calli on Monday the result of pushing back against Miss Aston’s requirements? Was Immy in too deep already, a mouse caught in the trap?

Wednesday 17th August 5:22pm

Calli shifted uncomfortably in her chair. This morning, before she left Raven’s studio, the goth had inserted a large plug into her bumhole. It was wide enough that once settled in her bowel, it stretched her slightly, but she had taken wider.

Quite soft and flexible, it was covered in lots of short, bendy spines, but it was the length that was most disconcerting. It was long, probing very deeply into her intestines and every tiny movement of her body caused it to flex, as well as the spines to rub against her bowel walls. It was a bizarre and deeply unsettling sensation, like there was a live creature squirming in her guts.

On top of which her sphincter was agonisingly tender from Miss Aston’s cane and she was still sore inside, not just from Sunday’s strap-on anal gang-bang, but Raven had buttfucked her twice more since then. She had now been wearing the plug for more than seven hours!

When she was seated, the little flange that stopped the plug disappearing completely inside her pressed right on her inflamed rosebud, sometimes pinching it, causing her to fidget and make things worse. She had to get up regularly to walk around the office to get rid of the cramps. It was a fiendish torment.

Not to mention that the six cane marks she had received from Miss Aston on Monday still hurt when she was sitting, aggravated this morning when Raven had given Calli six with a strap on top of the lines.

If she had a loose-fitting skirt on it might have alleviated the discomfort somewhat, but the humiliating Spank Me skirt she now had to wear gripped her buttocks tightly, constantly squeezing her tender skin.

Despite all this pain, discomfort and humiliation, Calli’s pussy was sopping wet and burning with arousal. The harsher she was treated, the hotter she got.

This conventional accounting work was so boring and banal. Why had she done a degree in it? She couldn’t believe she had intended to spend the rest of her life doing it! It was a part of her old life that she didn’t want anything to do with anymore. What she wanted was to be back at Raven’s studio with the larger-than-life exotic dancer, being dominated by her.

Except it was so hard to get time with her. Calli worked during the day, Raven during the evening and night. When Calli left in the morning Raven was normally still asleep. If she became a waitress their hours would coincide, it would be perfect.

The last few weeks had been a whirlwind, but the last few days a tornado. Things were happening so fast. She had lost all semblance of control so quickly and she was permanently disoriented. She was living for all the physical sensations, the emotional highs, the intensity of the experiences. Certainly not for rational, balanced thoughts.

How had she got to this place, getting off so powerfully on the receiving end of cruelty that would have shocked and appalled her only a few months ago? BDSM had never held more than a passing interest to her before, yet now it was an obsession, a drug. Had she been gaslit, following a trail of crumbs into a trap that was closing fast? But no one had forced her to come here and no one had forced her to hook up with Raven, that was her own doing – possibly the last decisions she would make, now she only did what she was told.

She hadn’t been back to her flat since she left it early Sunday afternoon for the orgy at Raven’s. So much had changed since then and she didn’t know when she would be going back (Raven had taken her key!) She hadn’t decided to move in with Raven, but de facto it had happened. Just the thought that the decision had been taken away from her was so erotic.

She could have walked out on Monday. But she didn’t want to. Staying and accepting Miss Aston’s discipline was a defining moment. She had surrendered her autonomy, accepted her servility and everything that flowed from that.

Her treatment that day had been shocking, pain and discomfort beyond which she thought she could ever bear, yet she had. She had taken it. And every memory of that terrible ordeal caused her to quiver with arousal. That infernal hellfire paste, the caning, her tongue in Immy’s bowel, hanging from the frame for hours – hair pulling agonizingly, her bumhole twisted by the brutal anal hook – and the nettles…

Her tits had passed through the nettles dozens of times. Every little part of them had been stung multiple times. The unspeakable burning fire had lasted hours. When she had seen them afterwards they looked as bad as they felt, like her tits had been cooked, bubbling, dark red and white. She would never forget the sight. Putting her bra back on and going back to Raven’s, just wanting to curl over and hide her chest from the pain.

Miss Aston had tormented her mercilessly, regularly flicking her nipples with the cane, each hit perfectly judged, agonizing and on top of the nettle stings as well. Calli had cried herself out inside the dark, cloying, humid prison of the helmet wrapping her head so tightly. At regular intervals Miss Aston would pull on the rope connecting Calli’s hair to the anal hook. And all the while, that awful cream she had put in Calli’s pussy and bumhole seared her most tender parts.

It had been an astonishing, extreme and protracted ordeal that she had survived, receiving some kind of bizarre strength from it. By choosing to stay and not walk out, Calli had accepted the rules of the game. She had disrespected Miss Aston, embarrassed Raven. She had needed a lesson in humility and boy, had she got one.

The last two mornings her schedule had been moved so she could have some time with Raven before coming to the club. Start later, leave later in preparation for her waitress hours. Tuesday, Raven had known all about what happened on Monday, even though Calli hadn’t seen her to speak to until they awoke that morning.




Raven had been ferociously horny when she awoke, hands all over Calli, she had drawn her legs up under her on the bed, sticking her bum in Calli’s face, having Calli perform analingus for a long time, tongue pushed deep, as she masturbated herself to orgasm.

Then she climbed into the strap-on and greased it up, along with Calli’s bumhole. She played with Calli’s cane marks, delighted that Calli had received such a licking, telling her they would be the first of many, Raven would cane her as well every time she stepped out of line.

She sank the big strap-on dildo into Calli’s bowels, spanking her tender bottom as she gently sodomized her, telling her how things were going to be from now on.

Calli’s name was now Snow.

Snow belonged to Raven. She was owned. Snow needed a firm hand and Raven would provide it. Becoming a waitress was a great idea, it synchronized their hours and ensured Snow would always be on display. Her subordination would be perpetually reinforced serving the customers every day, giving her tits and arse to them. It was what Raven wanted.

Snow was to obey Miss Aston in all things, her wishes were Raven’s wishes.

Snow was going to be hyper-sexualized, that would be her identity. She would be getting new tits, Raven liked big tits. Snow would be modified in other ways as Raven wanted – pierced, tattooed, improved to increase her sex appeal. She would look like the slut she truly was.

Snow only needed to be sexy and please Raven. That was it. That was how simple Snow’s life was going to be.

As Raven thrust deeply and slowly into Calli’s back passage, her hand was in Calli’s pussy, teasing her, playing with her, driving Calli wild with desire and need.

Raven began to fuck Calli’s arse harder, pressing her face into the mattress underneath them, thrusting with increasing force, shoving Calli back and forth violently. Raven’s hands were wrapped around the front of Calli’s thighs for leverage, grabbing her painfully as the dildo pistoned into her bowels. This allowed Raven’s fingers to still reach into Calli’s pussy and inflame her lust to ever greater levels. Calli squirmed frantically, incredibly turned on and trying to increase the sensations.

But the buttfuck played out at Raven’s pace. Calli was forced to cum when Raven wanted, as Raven brought herself to orgasm her finger grinded on Calli’s clit. They had climaxed at the same time.

Afterwards they lay on the bed, Raven spooning Calli. The goth still wearing the strap-on, the dildo lodged fully in Calli’s bottom. Raven’s hands played with Calli’s breasts and nipples as she told her how fantastic Calli would look with big tits. She was sorry she hadn’t seen Calli’s tits last evening after her prolonged session with the nettles. She made Calli describe what it felt like to have her tits stung repeatedly over so many hours. It caused Calli to weep as she remembered.

Raven moved her hips in a slow, circular motion, shifting the dildo inside Calli’s bowels, stretching her sphincter even wider. She wrapped her arms around Calli and held her tight, nuzzling at her neck.

“Tell me you want to be mine.” She had whispered.

“I want to be yours, Miss Raven.” Calli had gasped, getting aroused again so soon after her earth-shattering orgasm.

“Tell me you are mine.”

“I am yours, Miss Raven.”

“Yes, you are!”
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Calli had an e-mail from Miss Aston this morning. She had an appointment with a cosmetic surgeon at 11am Monday morning. Before the last few weeks, Calli wouldn’t have considered getting a boob job, the very idea would have been alien to her, outlandish. Now she was excited by the thought. Raven wanted her to have big tits and she wanted to please Raven.

Now she was going to be a topless waitress she needed a great rack. Spending all day at work topless now, she had become very conscious of how small she was compared to all the other women. It would give her so much confidence knowing she looked great. She wanted it done as soon as possible.

And Azure’s tits were so beautiful and sexy, the thought that Calli could look like her was thrilling. Thinking of Azure immediately made Calli so horny. She remembered the scent and taste of her, the warmth of her body, the sensitivity of her touches. Azure was the perfect sexual being, the ultimate symbol of true submission. Azure was a perfect role model for Calli to aspire to.

Calli remembered her revulsion and contempt for the women at Le Moulin Noir when she had first discovered the website. How small minded, how narrow minded those thoughts had been. Finding Azure had been the most fantastic thing Calli had ever done, demolishing the walls and repression that had imprisoned her in a life of banality and dullness. Fuck political correctness.

To stay at the club. To be with Raven and Azure. To be able to explore this bizarre sexual world further was a priceless opportunity. Was there a line she would not cross? What would she not do or not let be done to her? She didn’t know the answer. That truly scared her, but made her pussy warm too. She had turned into a depraved pervert and thrown caution to the wind…

Calli’s revery was broken as the office door opened and Immy – or should it be Domino – returned. She really didn’t know how to relate to Immy any more after the events of Sunday and Monday. She still couldn’t look her in the eye. Every time she saw her she remembered being paddled by her, being buttfucked by her, having her tongue in the young woman’s rectum – that foul taste, trying not to retch. Calli’s utter humiliation at Immy’s hands, after having taken so much pleasure at Immy’s expense in the preceding weeks left her both ashamed and stoked with lust at the poetry of it.

Immy looked so fucking hot in that uniform, especially with the corset giving her such a striking wasp-waist. Immy’s transformation had been as dramatic as Calli’s. She had been turned into a stunning sexualized object, carrying herself like a real slut now, flaunting her body, tossing her hair, starting to gain the fluid and sensual movements of the other waitresses.

Calli had been instructed not to give Immy any work other than a few jobs that were already delegated to her. Immy was to be focusing on the expanding merchandising part of the business. She was in and out of the office in the first couple of hours of her shift, but was supposed to be based behind the bar after 7pm.

There really had been minimal communication between them in the last couple of days, despite spending so much time together in the office, so Calli was really surprised when, as Immy passed her desk, she grabbed a handful of Calli’s hair and pulled her head back.

Calli’s shocked exclamation was silenced as Immy planted her mouth on to Calli’s in a passionate kiss. Such was Calli’s mindset now that she immediately responded, her desire kindled as Immy’s studded tongue pushed into her mouth, Immy’s enhanced lips, so soft and puffy, felt wonderful.

Immy grabbed one of Calli’s breasts, gently squeezing, a thumb rubbing her nipple, the smooth latex covering Immy’s hand made Calli shiver with delight as it caressed her mammary. Being so forward was completely out of character for Immy!

The kiss broke too soon for Calli, her lustful eyes met Immy’s urgent gaze.

“Meet me at the patch at six.” Immy breathed the words so quietly Calli barely heard them.

Then the hands were gone and Immy was back at her desk, glancing back at Calli just once as she sat down.

Calli was perplexed. The patch was a place outside the back of the building, accessed through a fire escape, where smokers were allowed to light up. Calli didn’t smoke, neither did Immy. Was this some kind of kinky game? Calli felt an erotic charge at the prospect.

On Tuesday, Miss Aston had got a camera installed on the wall directly in front of Calli’s desk in a location that would cover virtually the whole office. Calli imagined it would have sound as well. They were now being watched or recorded the whole time. That must have been the reason for Immy’s furtive behaviour, but she was normally a paragon of submissive obedience, guileless. She didn’t get involved in off-piste japes. It was very strange.

Calli hadn’t been told that she could no longer have sex with Immy, it was just that the power dynamic between them had changed so radically. She supposed it would be OK. A few minutes later Immy left the office again, a wad of posters in her hands.

At six, she made her way down the back corridor to the fire escape, breathing heavily at the sensations created by the alien thing moving in her bowels. It added to her sense of lewdness created by her new waitress uniform that left her so acutely exposed. The skirt was so short the straps holding up her stockings were visible as well as some bare skin. She hadn’t yet got used to being topless walking around the club, but she was trying, pushing her chest forward provocatively.

She also found her new hair a challenge. She had always kept her hair relatively short simply for practicality, now she had this veil that surrounded her, constantly getting in the way, falling across her (of course, she wasn’t allowed to wear it tied up.) After that intense session with Raven on Tuesday morning, she had been sent back to the hairdressers, this time curious and tantalized about what was going to be done to her.

A clue was in how Raven had dressed her, all in white – even the fishnet stockings were white. A new pair of boots with the requisite skyscraper stilettos, knee-high. On the outside of each boot were a series of rectangular cut-outs, six in all, that revealed the fishnet underneath. They were very slutty. It was matched with a very short leather miniskirt that flashed her bare upper thighs above the stockings with every step.

A push-up bra had given her a modest cleavage and was topped with a tank top that had been hacked crudely short just below her breasts and was cut very low. She had felt self-conscious out in public dressed so skanky. She knew she would have to learn to cope with that fast, Raven delighted in displaying her.

She had been hours in the salon having extensions fitted, they were so long! And the hair wrapped her skull like a helmet, covering much of her face. She literally looked like a different person. That actually helped her cope with her new identity. But the colour! This bright, unnatural white that would stand out in any crowd, would ensure everyone would be looking at her.

The hairdresser had explained that it was a time-intensive look. To keep the texture and sheen she had two different bottles of product she had to apply to it every day. She had walked out with a waist-length mane shimmering around her. Everyone stared at her. The rap of her heels drawing the attention of those who weren’t already looking in her direction.

She was a little shocked, but accepted that she looked stunning and exotic, just not like Calli. But then she wasn’t Calli anymore anyway, she was Snow. She had to get used to the sheer weight of all this extra hair, which bounced with her strutting walk, tugging on her scalp. She was still conscious of it even on the short journey down the back corridor and even with the distraction of the weird plug up her arse.

She had never actually stepped out onto the patch before. The fire escape was wedged open – there was a metal prong on a pivot that could be flipped over to stop the door from shutting. She pushed the door open and stepped through, not knowing what to expect.

It really wasn’t a very pleasant place. Dark and dingy, it was where all the trash was kept awaiting collection. A series of dumpsters and recycle bins, crates of empty beer bottles. A gate closed the space off from the backstreet so it was at least private enough for Calli to be topless. Someone had erected a ramshackle corrugated plastic roof over part of the area so there was some cover if it was raining, but it didn’t look like it would take much of a gale to rip it away. It smelled bad too.

“Thanks for coming!”

Calli jumped out of her skin, crying out. Immy had been behind the door.

“Fucking hell, Immy, I nearly pissed myself! What’s going on?”

Immy took Calli’s hand and pulled her back behind the door, theoretically the most inconspicuous spot. The door thumped as it closed, hitting the prong, remaining ajar.

“I wanted to speak with you, but I didn’t want the others to hear, I’m sorry.”

Immy’s eyes were wide and fearful and Calli realized this wasn’t going to be a sexual liaison, much to her disappointment.

“You’re kind of in the same situation as me, aren’t you! They’ve moved the goalposts. They’re turning us into sex workers! Is that what you want?”

Calli wanted whatever Raven wanted. She had reconciled herself to becoming a waitress.

“That’s the way it is, Immy. We do as we’re told or we leave.”

Immy wrapped her arms around Calli, hugging her.

“I’m so scared, Calli. I’m gay. I don’t want to be out in the club with all those lecherous men. You can’t want that either, surely!” Immy began to sob. “I’m so frightened of Miss Aston… I don’t trust her… How can you after what she did to you on Monday?”

Calli was shocked at how distressed Immy was. She hadn’t seen signs that Immy was feeling that way. Calli felt a little guilty. She had become so wrapped up in her own hedonism, self-absorbed. She was becoming a narcissist. It hadn’t occurred to her to wonder how her colleague was handling all the sudden changes. She hugged Immy back.

“They don’t really care about us… They’re just using our bodies to make money from… I’ve been so confused, unsure what to do… But I’ve decided now. I’m going to leave.”

She didn’t entirely agree with Immy, but Calli recognized her dilemma. On Monday she had needed to make the decision to stay or walk away, Immy had the same judgement to make and was jumping in the opposite direction.

“That’s probably the right thing to do if you are so unhappy.” Calli stroked Immy’s bare back.

It took the prospect of not having Immy around for Calli to realize how fond of her she now was. She had taken her for granted. It occurred to her that everyone had taken Immy for granted.

Even now, at this highly inappropriate moment, Calli’s arousal was growing. Having the gorgeous young woman in her arms, feeling her warm, vital body, their bare tits pressed against one another. She thought about nothing but sex these days.

“I’ve had some wonderful times with you, Calli, amazing experiences. I want to thank you.”

“I’ve had so much pleasure being with you, too. I will really miss you. I really mean that!”

“You don’t have to miss me, you could come with me?”

Calli stepped back in surprise, looking at Immy.

“I’m getting an early train to London tomorrow and not telling anyone, except you. I have to disappear. I don’t think they will let me leave if they know I’m going… I think Miss Aston would beat me until I agreed to stay!”

Calli was going to challenge that idea, but the more she thought about it, the more a nasty suspicion that Immy might be right germinated in her mind. But surely not?

“I know what happened on Sunday and Monday really fucked things up between us, but we could escape together and find our way to somewhere new. There must be a way to live this lifestyle that’s better than this place!” Tears were rolling down Immy’s face.

“I don’t know what to say, Immy… I don’t want to leave Raven and Azure… I’m…” Calli was what? Conquered? Mastered? Tamed? All those words sent a thrill through her.

“I know I sprung this on you…I’m sorry… If you change your mind and want to come with me, be at the station tomorrow as six in the morning… Under the clock. If not, I hope things work out better for you than they have for me!”

Immy threw her arms around Calli’s neck and kissed her.

“Promise me you won’t tell on me? I know you’re a good person, Calli!” She whispered.

“I won’t, I promise.” Calli said without thinking through the implications of such a pledge.

At that moment the fire escape door swung open and bumped them. Immy immediately kissed Calli again, this time a hungry, desperate kiss, her tongue pushing deep. She stepped back until she was against the wall, pulling her colleague with her. A hand grabbed Calli’s rubber coated buttock and she grinded their breasts against one another. Legs wrapped around each other so that Calli’s pussy was pressing against Immy’s thigh. A frisson of pleasure flooded through Calli, unexpected and delightful.

“Bloody hell! Can’t you nymphos give it a rest for five minutes!”

It was one of the bouncers. Calli couldn’t place the voice to a name. She was only too pleased to respond to Immy’s ministrations and make it look like they had just been caught in flagrante. She rubbed her pussy hard on Immy’s leg.

“Don’t stop on my account, I’m happy to watch!”

There was the click of a lighter, the smell of cigarette smoke.

Much to Calli’s regret, Immy broke their embrace, pushing her aside and dodging around the bouncer, disappearing back inside, leaving Calli very horny and embarrassed as the man eyed her up.

“Love the hair!”

“Thank you, sir.”

Calli followed Immy through the door.

Calli didn’t even get the chance to explain to Immy that she likely wouldn’t be able to be at the station at six o’clock in the morning even if she wanted to. She had spent last night chained by a collar to Raven’s bed with her hands bound behind her. She suspected tonight would be similar. She would be going nowhere, and at the moment she felt quite good about that.
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The biting wind rushed down Shaftsbury Avenue, but her leathers protected her from the worst of the chill. It was her unprotected head and especially her exposed ears that felt the cold, aching dully.

As she passed a plate-glass shopfront on the well-lit pavement, she caught her reflection. She still felt a mild jolt when she unexpectedly glimpsed herself out on the street at moments like this. There remained a dissonance between the old, outdated image she carried in her head and the actual reality of what she looked like now.

The Doc Marten boots were comfortable, but a complete pain to put on and take off. They went right up to her knees and lacing them was a real chore, but they beat stilettos hands down. They were red to match her leathers, which were sprayed-on, wrapping her bum cheeks tightly. She loved the way they gripped her as she walked. The jacket she had closed right to the neck to keep out the wind. The colour was bold and drew her a lot of attention.

Even viewing herself in profile she could see the large bulge at her crotch. She was locked into a harness with a very large strap-on that was clearly visible under the close fitting leather. She had the proverbial canoe in your pocket and boy, did people stare at that!

Her hair was drastically short, stubble around the back and sides, longer on top, enough to give her a little quiff. She was forbidden from wearing any make-up, but there was something exquisitely feminine about her that meant, despite all the attempts to masculinize her, she was clearly a woman.

Gratefully, she turned off the avenue into Soho and was now shielded from the worst of winter’s bite. Her destination was a pub just off Old Compton Street. Her hand, gloved in skin-tight leather that matched the rest of her outfit, grabbed the handle and pulled open the door. She was greeted by a blast of warm air and a wall of noise.

She had been here before so it was no surprise that the clientele was almost exclusively female. As she passed through she was very conscious that there were a lot of eyes on her. She pulled open the collar of her jacket and dropped the zip a few inches as she glanced around, looking for and eventually finding Ms Farah tucked away in a booth in a quiet corner.

As she made her way to the breathtakingly beautiful woman their eyes met and her stomach fluttered as it always did under Ms Farah’s gaze. She could feel her pussy warming and her nipples poking hard against the inside of her jacket.

“Here she is, my boi!”

Ms Farah had a Sudanese father and a white English mother, giving her skin a rich golden brown colour. Her long black hair was micro-braided and at the moment tied up in a flamboyant bun on the top of her head with several strands spilling out to drop down her back. She was wearing a white leather trouser suit, her overcoat shrugged off her shoulders behind her. As always, her make-up was elaborate and perfect. Her caramel lips glistened as they stretched wide in a big, white smile.

“This is Gen. Gen, these are my good friends Ms Beatriz and Mouse.”

“Pleased to meet you, ma’am.” Imogen addressed the woman who was clearly the dom.

She had the dusky skin of a Southern European, mid-thirties. Her dark hair, shot through with honey-coloured highlights, was loose around her shoulders. A tight-fitting sweater revealed a slim figure. She offered Gen the back of her hand. Gen lifted it to her mouth and kissed it. Beatriz didn’t speak, but smiled enigmatically as her eyes ran top to bottom over Gen’s leather clad form.

Sat beside her was a small, pale woman probably ten years her junior. In contrast to the warmly dressed Beatriz, Mouse was wearing a corset that lifted her breasts into a reasonably large cleavage and thrust them forward. Her shoulders were bare and her leather jacket was shrugged off behind her. Around her neck was a black velvet choker.

Her hair was loose as well, dark except for two large blonde streaks either side of her face. She had a round, soft face that was very pretty. A nose ring piercing her septum lay on her top lip and she had a stud just above the top left corner of her mouth. She smiled shyly at Gen and Gen nodded back.

Gen was sent to the bar to get another round of drinks (with Ms Farah’s credit card.) She could feel hungry eyes on her and wanted to get back to Ms Farah before she started getting hit on, which happened a lot these days – a far cry from when she had worked at the supermarket less than a year ago.

Ms Farah arose as Gen brought the drinks across so that she could keep the outside seat and Gen was trapped against the wall.

As Gen squeezed past her, Ms Farah grabbed a firm hold of first one, then the other of her buttocks. Gen felt Ms Farah’s lips graze the exposed, bare back of her neck and shivered with delight at the blatant and possessive show of affection.

Gen was under no illusion, she didn’t need to be here. It was just that Ms Farah wanted to show her off. Something she did repeatedly, seemingly at every opportunity.

Ms Farah was tall, approaching six feet, and also in stilettos, so she towered over Gen. She settled back on the bench, shifting up close to her sub so their leather-clad thighs pressed together. She grabbed Gen’s chin and turned her head, leaning in to kiss her and getting an eager response. Gen felt a hand squeezing the dildo so prominent in her groin and groaned into Ms Farah’s mouth.

Behind the back of the dildo, a smaller, softer appendage projected in the opposite direction, up inside Gen’s pussy for three inches. Every movement of the dildo transferred into that appendage, teasing her constantly. It could also be remotely controlled by Ms Farah to vibrate – gently or violently – and even to give her an electric shock. The saving grace for Gen was, given the length of time she was regularly locked in the harness, the battery life was limited and Ms Farah had to use the power sparingly.

Ms Farah broke the kiss, stroking Gen’s cheek, then turned her attention back to the couple opposite.

“My wonderful little boi! Isn’t she cute!”

“Very sexy.” Beatriz conceded, indulging Ms Farah’s game.

Ms Farah drew the zip of Gen’s jacket right down until it was unfastened. Underneath her leathers, the only thing Gen wore was the strap-on harness and another contraption that was locked around her chest. A wide band of thick latex pressed her breasts as flat as was possible against her ribcage. Sturdy straps around the back allowed it to be drawn uncomfortably tight to achieve the look that Ms Farah required.

There were straps over the shoulders and below the band, connecting straps to the waist strap of the dildo harness. This kept the rubber sleeve stretched taught to her torso, holding her breasts compressed and ensuring the harness couldn’t be escaped.

There were two slits in the front of the latex through which Gen’s nipples were pulled. Her old nipple rings had been replaced with barbells of a significantly thicker gauge. They were horizontal but had to be turned vertical to pass through the slits. Once out, two little cradles either side of each slit allowed the barbells to be locked in place, ensuring her nipples couldn’t slip back inside.

It kept a permanent tension on her nipples, a constant tug that was disconcerting and uncomfortable at first, but she was used to the unusual sensation now and liked it. It was a perpetual reminder as to the depth of control Ms Farah exerted on Gen’s life, down to such a subtle level. The tight-fitting jacket continually rubbed and stimulated the sensitive nubs with its every movement, keeping them virtually always erect.

Slipping a hand inside the jacket, Ms Farah grasped one of the exposed nipples and pinched it, first gently, then with her fingernails, spitefully, causing Gen to gasp.

“Anyway! Where were we before the slut interrupted us?”

The hand withdrew and Ms Farah and Beatriz resumed a conversation about work – Ms Farah was an upscale interior designer – and Gen was ignored, left to drink her sparkling mineral water (she wasn’t allowed alcohol.)

She exchanged occasional shy glances with Mouse. The cute girl doing nothing to quell Gen’s simmering ardour. She wondered what the diminutive sub would taste like if she had the opportunity to eat her out. Ms Farah wasn’t possessive in that way, she shared Gen around to her friends casually. Gen’s dildo got plenty of action.

After a while, Ms Farah’s palm lay on Gen’s thigh under the table, squeezing affectionately and caressing the warm leather.

Not for one second did Imogen regret getting on that train at seven minutes past six on that morning in August, two huge bags stuffed with as much of her belongings as she could manage. Belonging to Ms Farah could be challenging and intense, she tested Gen’s limits regularly, she wasn’t afraid to really hurt Gen when the mood took her and she was a very strict disciplinarian, controlling all aspects of Gen’s life rigidly. But Gen welcomed that, loved and respected her. She knew that if things were becoming too much for her to cope with, she could talk through her concerns with Ms Farah and her mistress would take them seriously.

Gen had never dared to believe that life could be this good, that she would truly find what she needed, a way of life that fulfilled her, after so many years wasted trying to deny the truth of what she was and what she wanted.

She put her hand on top of Ms Farah’s and squeezed. She knew she was taking a chance by being so forward. If Ms Farah were in a bad mood it would earn Gen a caning later tonight. Ms Farah glanced at her and smiled, before returning her attention to Beatriz. She had got away with it this time.

What Gen did regret was that Calli hadn’t shown up that morning. Deep down, she had expected it, but she had hoped and was glad she had made the offer. She had tried.

On the journey to the pub, sitting on the tube, Gen had looked up the Le Moulin Noir website on her phone. The man on the seat opposite was staring at her, she was used to that now. Not furtive, curious glances, but blatant stares. Instead of the lustful, tongue hanging out of the mouth looks she received after Crimzon dressed her like a hooker, now the eyes were trying to work out if she was a boy or a girl. She looked too dyky to draw much sexual interest from men, something she totally welcomed.

Still, something about this guy reminded her of the men who had frequented Le Moulin Noir, maybe it was his posture and clothes, beer gut and receding hair. Suddenly curious, she had Googled the strip club. Turquoise was now one of the exotic performance artistes, featured prominently on the home page. Sight of her brought back exciting memories of their sexual encounters, but Gen navigated to the waitresses’ web page. She scrolled down past the familiar images. At the bottom was Snow.

It was hard for Gen to even recognize the woman as the Calli who had dominated her so erotically that first time they had met. The shiny white hair Calli had got a couple of days before Gen had left, but Snow had plump, pouty lips – not freakish like Magenta and Bubblegum, but full and bee-stung. They looked incredibly sexy and Gen wanted to kiss them, especially knowing how Calli tasted.

She had her boob job as well. They looked great too, like Azure’s, big but not too big. She was pictured in her uniform, her hands on the back of her hips, pushing her tits at the camera, eyes promising untold carnal delights. Somehow, she managed to pout and smile at the same time. There was no sign of the old Calli at all.

Gen had experienced a shudder of erotic fear. She could have been Domino, her picture could have been at the bottom of that webpage, with big lips and even bigger tits. She hoped Snow was happy and didn’t regret her decision to stay.

“I can see you two are bored to tears!” Ms Farah’s change in tone interrupted Gen’s thoughts. “Gen, why don’t you take Mouse into the men’s room and fuck her brains out while we finish up here. I’m sure Beatriz wouldn’t object?”

Gen and Mouse’s eyes met again, burning with lust and excitement.
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Snow could swallow a cock quite easily now, after hours of practice with one of Raven’s dildos. Lips pursed tight around the hot shaft, they slid down until her mouth pressed on the pubic bone, deep into the short and curly hairs.

The bouncer groaned in pleasure. His hands held Snow’s balled up white hair, keeping it away from her face so he could see his penis disappear fully into her mouth. She held him in her throat for a few seconds, looking up and meeting his excited eyes, before slowly lifting up until only his glans was left in her mouth. Her tongue worked around it, tasting the chemical flavour of the condom (it was supposed to be banana.) The prick was twitchy and she knew he was close to shooting his load.

He was sat on the sofa in the corner of the security staff locker room. Snow was on her knees between his widespread legs. Behind her, another bouncer was on his knees fucking her vigorously. Her skirt was rolled up to her waist, and Matt – the guy that was fucking her – took regular swipes at her bare buttocks with his palms.

No one had told Snow that sexually servicing the security team was part of the duties of a waitress at Le Moulin Noir, not until she had started in the role. Most of the guys preferred to use a waitress alone (it was all guys. Snow hadn’t worked out why there were no women on the security team of an entirely female owned and run club.) These two had some kind of weird bromance and liked to take a girl at the same time, usually spit roasting, as today.

Hig, the one on the sofa, was really tall and had a matching long dick, though it was at least skinny and not so uncomfortable to get into her throat. The heavily built Matt, behind her, had a wide cock that stretched her a bit, but it was short, causing him to fuck with fast and shallow jabs. He also didn’t seem very fit, panting really hard. She was sure that one day he would keel over in mid-fuck.

The one thing she could say about both of them was their staying power. She had to really work to get them to cum.

She dropped her head again, taking Hig’s shaft deep inside her. Snow didn’t find either of the men in the least sexually attractive, but she did get off on them dominating her and all the bouncers were pretty accomplished at sex (they got enough practice and variety, after all.) She didn’t have a problem staying aroused but she rarely came herself from these interactions.

She held Hig in her throat a long time, holding his gaze, employing any trick that could speed things up. Her head was bobbing from the force of Matt’s pounding, he was getting close too.

As she brought the cock back into her mouth, she sucked hard, tonguing the head energetically and felt the prick grow and start spasming as he ejaculated into the condom. She squeezed Matt’s dick as hard as she could, gyrating her hips animatedly and felt him pulse as well, crying out in delight.

Hig let go of her hair and it tumbled over her face. He ruffled her head like she was a dog.

“Good girl!”

Matt gave her one last spank as he pulled out of her.

Snow had less than five minutes before she was on duty (servicing the security team had to be done in her own time!) She always kept a bottle of mouthwash and a packet of mints in her dressing table drawer. She wandered from the locker room to the dressing room, then through to the washroom with her skirt still rolled up around her waist, now nonchalant about her nudity.

She quickly rinsed her mouth out. It was really hard to get rid of the taste of the condoms. She cleaned up her pussy. Back at the dressing table she pulled on her latex thong. It wrapped her mound tightly, clearly showing her camel toe. She loved the feel of it against her pussy as she moved around. Finally, she rolled down the rubber skirt over her buttocks that still showed the handprints from Matt’s slaps just a few minutes ago. The skirt didn’t reach her stocking tops, showing some bare thigh and her garter straps.

She sat on her stool, glancing up at the digital clock high on the wall. Her lips were messed up from sucking Hig’s prick. She quickly repaired them, pouting at herself in the mirror – she couldn’t do anything else anymore, it was permanent now, always looking like she was about to kiss someone, or wanting to suck a cock.

But she loved them, thought they made her look sultry, and felt so good when she was kissing or eating our Raven.

Hig had messed up her hair good and proper as well. She brushed it out, ran some more of the lotion through it that gave it the sleek shine. It shrouded her like a cape. She had got used to the inconvenience of it now, considered it part of her identity, took pride in it. A price worth paying to look so striking and sexy. She was never allowed to wear it up, except when she wore a leather or latex helmet.

That was happening more and more when she was at home (Raven’s home, of course.) Raven seemed to get off on masking her. She had even threatened to have the hair shorn off Snow’s head and made into a wig, keeping her bald so that the helmets would slip on easily. Snow could then wear her old hair as a wig when she went out or to the club. She didn’t know if Raven was joking or not. The idea sent an erotic shiver through her.

The bottom of her fringe was so low over her eyebrows she could see it all the time. That had bugged her for a while until she got used to it. She had to have it trimmed once a fortnight to keep it out of her eyes. So much of her face was covered by her hair she had become concerned that they were trying to hide it because she wasn’t pretty enough compared to the other women, but Raven had laughed so hard when Snow had mentioned that thought that she was pretty sure it wasn’t true.

At least she was completely unrecognizable as Calli. She could pass someone in the street who knew her and they would never identify her – it had in fact happened. She really understood now why Azure had wanted her old life and everyone in it to disappear, why she had made her whereabouts so hard to discover. Snow wanted a complete break from Calli, at least for now.

Despite the length of her hair, she was forbidden from letting it hide her tits and it took a lot of work to achieve that. After her second night waitressing, Miss Aston had caned her again. It proved an effective motivator, but managing her hair and her tie when she leaned forward to present her tits to the customers was a difficulty she could do without.

She stared at herself in the dressing table mirror. She looked like pure sex. They had transformed her into a perfect slut. She remembered the contempt and derision she had held for the waitresses when she had discovered the club’s website and seen their pictures. Now she was on there with them, was one of them, looked and acted exactly like them.

Her tits looked great. She was really pleased with them. She felt more womanly and feminine, though having such a big chest had taken some getting used to. At the same time as the boob job, Raven had got Snow’s nipples pierced as well. The rings through them were thick and very noticeable. They received a lot of attention from the customers in the club and enabled her nipples to be easily abused. That was why the other waitresses did not have them, except Azure, who had no choice in the matter the same as Snow.

Though her tits were large, they were still in proportion to her body and sat relatively naturally on her chest. She didn’t think they looked obviously fake, just too good to be true that they must be fake, and that was an important distinction for Snow. Raven had said that they were not big enough and in about eighteen months’ time Snow would be able to go bigger still. Raven had a fetish for big tits. Snow wondered what she would finish up looking like.

The physical changes to her body had given her a new confidence in a way she wouldn’t have believed before they happened. She would have sneered at the idea that giving herself big tits would bolster her self-image, but it did. She felt sexy and desired, and more importantly it made her more attractive to Raven.

Snow now spent most of her life in her uniform. While the other waitresses did five-night weeks, Raven had volunteered Snow as first stand-in on the emergency cover roster for her night off (the club was shut completely on a Sunday.) That meant most weeks she did six nights.

It had been a punishment for not noticing that Domino was about to run off. Domino would have been first stand-in, so Snow had to take her place. She knew she had got off lightly. If they had discovered that she had known about Immy’s plan to leave but not told them, she didn’t want to think what the consequences would be.

That decision had caused her so much stress and anguish. She was being conditioned to total obedience and loyalty, to serve, and it was her instinct even then to report her conversation with Immy. But that day there was still a little of Calli left, somehow she had managed to do the right thing. She hadn’t been able to betray Immy’s confidence. Immy had been in great distress and put her trust in Calli. Staying wasn’t in Immy’s best interests.

She didn’t want to believe that Miss Aston would keep Immy here under duress, but part of her couldn’t be sure. She had felt guilty, but reconciled it as the final act of Calli, the last autonomous decision by her, After that day she never thought of herself as Calli again. She was Snow now, obedient and dutiful to Raven. There was no question should the situation occur again she would inform Miss Aston.

Immy’s disappearance had really caused a ruction. There had been a real atmosphere around the club for a couple of weeks, recriminations flying in all directions. It seemed to bring underlying tensions between Crimzon and Miss Aston to the surface. Raven very much sided with Crimzon. Immy had been Crimzon’s project, carefully cultivating Immy’s submissive urges, shaping her into the slut Crimzon wanted her to be. Miss Aston, with all the subtlety of a bull in a ceramic shop, had interfered, pushing Immy too far and too fast, scaring her off. Crimzon was furious.

Snow didn’t think either of them had taken the trouble to find out what made Immy tick. Their own egos had brought about the result. She wouldn’t dare express that opinion to anyone, though.

Immy had left a note in her flat. Snow was shocked to learn that they held a key to her place. Azure was sent there on Friday when Immy didn’t show up at the club and couldn’t be contacted. Snow never saw the note, but she got the sense it was self-deprecatory, apologizing and blaming herself rather than Miss Aston and Crimzon. That had been a sensible strategy. Antagonizing Miss Aston further would have been counter-productive.  The last thing Immy needed was a single-minded sadist trying to find her. Snow hoped she was OK.

A slap around her head knocked Snow out of her musings.

“Wake up, Snow! Time to go!”

The hand belonged to Silvy, the floor manager – Snow’s direct boss for the night. Snow grabbed a mint from her drawer and popped it into her mouth. She could still taste that foul condom. She stood up and took one final look at herself, smoothing the miniscule apron down. She looked like a real knock-out. Spinning around, she looked over her shoulder and checked her behind. The skirt hugged her bum, delineating each buttock. In big white text were printed the words Spank Me!

Snow had found her first time out on the club floor difficult, strutting around bare-titted in front of hungry-eyed strange men, with those words on her arse. An invitation that was frequently taken up. Now she didn’t give it a second thought.

Above the skirt and her apron strings, in the small of her back, the bold tattoo was unmissable. It was beautiful in its way, a symmetrical tribal design spreading from her spine all the way out to above her hips, just curling around her waist enough that the very tips of it were visible front-on. It was wide in the centre of her back, three inches high and made up of very thick, curling black lines, heavy and striking against her pale skin. Its height tapered to less than an inch above her hips.

Raven had made no bones about the fact that she wanted Snow to have a tramp stamp that outshone Azure’s and she had delivered. When it was finished, Raven had even taken Snow back to the hairdresser to have her mane trimmed so that it didn’t cover the tattoo at all. Originally, the extensions she had been given brushed the top of her buttocks, so at least three inches had been chopped off its length. The bright white hair hanging directly above the heavy black needlework only emphasized the tattoo even more.

There was something primitive and brutal about the design. The psychological weight of the tattoo had a profound effect on Snow. She saw it as a mark of ownership, Raven’s mark, like a brand, a symbol of her deep submission to her mistress. She got a little thrill every time she saw it, immensely proud to wear it and show it off.

Raven hadn’t stopped there. Recently, Snow had been sent back to the tattooist. She now had a three-inch wide band circling her upper left arm in a matching design. At least half of the area was covered in solid black. It was very bold and striking. Snow found it reinforced her submissive inclinations even more.

As she made her way to the dressing room exit, a hand grabbed her own and pulled her around. It was Azure, her eyes burning with lust as they always were. She was so pleased to have Snow permanently around, delighted by her transformation, making it clear all the time. She smiled and hugged Snow to her, their large breasts pressing into each other, nipples touching one another. She kissed Snow, careful not to mess up their lipsticks.

“Show ‘em who’s the hottest piece of arse in town!”

Snow loved these moments of intimacy with Azure.

“Come on ladies, no time for that now!” Silvy’s tone was exasperated.

They reluctantly parted and headed out onto the floor.

Human beings were so adaptable. How quickly Snow had accepted her role as a sex object, optimized for the sexual pleasure of others, permanently on display, extrovert to the extreme, obsessed with her appearance. Confident that she looked sexy as hell, comfortable now with so many eyes being on her, she sashayed across the floor, her personality transformed as well as her appearance.

She was always eye-candy now, whether at the club or not. Raven chose her clothes and Snow had not been allowed to bring any of Calli’s outfits across when she formally moved in with the goth except for a couple of leather jackets and a couple of pairs of boots. Everything else had been trashed. She had a whole new wardrobe of only short skirts, only heels over five inches, push-up bras that made her bust humongous, corsets that made her waist tiny.

She was quickly summoned to a table, bending over and presenting her tits to a man, automatically curving her spine to push them forward and thrust her backside out at the same time.

“Good evening, sir, what can I get you?”

She squeaked as someone at the table behind took a swipe at her buttocks, his palm snapping loudly against the rubber of her skirt.

For Snow, it was all a price worth paying for the unimaginably sensational sexual pleasure, the profoundly intense experiences that were now part of her daily life. She had achieved a level of contentment she hadn’t thought was possible to reach. She had been sleepwalking all her life and now she was awake, so alive and so vital.

She hungered to be with Raven. The thought of her, the sight of her, the taste and aroma of her, the feel of her warm body, all spurred her through each night at the club. Her voice, so distinctive with its Geordie accent, seemingly so soft and sweet, but hiding her iron authority. An authority that Snow gloried in being under, submitting completely to her whims and cruelty, but also the fierce pleasures that she permitted Snow regularly.

Belonging to someone else utterly, surrendering herself completely. It was something that had never occurred to Calli until this, the twenty third year of her life. The discovery was thrilling and dramatic. She had no idea how or why it had happened, but she was glad it had.

The End
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Out in the countryside on a sunny summer’s day, struggling artist Kara Lee carelessly trespasses…and makes a shocking discovery…finding a place where dark sexual fantasies are brought to life. Ponygirls are trained to pull people around in carts, maids serve in elaborate rubber uniforms under strict discipline and erotic excess is celebrated, all under the iron authority of the charismatic Angelina Aella.

Kara finds herself ensnared in this world of leather and latex fetishism, BDSM rituals and power exchange and is stunned to find her own repressed sexuality unlocked. Her life will never be the same again!

Share Kara’s tumultuous experiences as she learns the truth about what occurs behind the walls and gates of Cacklebrook Farm in this 49,000 word novella.

Main theme is lesbian domination, some male domination, with bondage, use of whips and canes, body modifications.

Excerpt

Sapphire knelt against the back wall, her back straight and her head abnormally high, held this way because a thin strap fixed to a ring high in the wall was connected to the thick ring that pierced her nose through the septum. The strap had been drawn cruelly tight so the only way she could prevent the strap tugging at her nose ring was to hold her head as high as possible. As with the others, she was naked and the way she was positioned served to thrust her large breasts prominently forward. Each nipple pierced with a thick ring.

Her hair was the most remarkable feature of all, coloured a violent electric blue it had been shaped like a mane, shaved completely bare on both sides of her head so that only a three-inch-wide strip remained across the middle of her skull. Unrestrained, it spilled down her back with some wild strands having fallen forward to settle around her breasts, one hanging across the corner of her face.

She would have looked like some kind of crazed punk rocker except that she had the most placid eyes that seemed at odds with her appearance.







A Return to Cacklebrook Farm
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“These three weeks will be extremely intense for you, but I want you to embrace them, experience them to the full, be fearless!”

With these words artist Kara Lee is greeted back at Cacklebrook Farm by the dominant Angelina Aella. Kara is there to paint portraits of Angelina’s lifestyle ponygirls, but she has also agreed to put herself completely under Angelina’s authority and control, unable to resist the erotic magnetism of the amazon and her cruel power games.

But first she has to pay the harsh price demanded by Angelina for her original trespass onto the farm, a ritualistic, severe caning. In the following days Kara becomes immersed in the culture of strict discipline, leather and latex fetishism, bondage and sexual excess that proves to be as intense as Angelina had promised, each resident of the farm taking a turn in educating Kara, drawing out her long repressed sexual needs. But will she be able to resist the lure of trying out the ponygirl lifestyle?

This is the sequel to An Occurrence at Cacklebrook Farm. It is a 57,000 word novella exploring Kara’s experiences as she attempts to come to terms with her newly discovered submissive desires.

Main theme is lesbian domination, BDSM, Ponygirls, bondage, use of whips and canes, body modifications.




Excerpt

Diamond was standing at attention once more, but she was panting heavily and Kara could see her chest rising and falling, even from behind. The muscles bulging through the straps on her back had a film of perspiration.

Angelina climbed effortlessly out of the buggy. Kara struggled, feeling slightly sorry for herself, wondering how Angelina would manage if she had a corset cutting her in half, five-inch stilettos, a short skirt and eighteen weals from a cane.

“Good girl, good pony!”

First petting the ponygirl’s head, Angelina’s hand then moved down, touching Diamond all over. She pressed her palm against each of the tightly bound breasts, pinched the already hard nipples. Then the hand moved lower still, across the abdomen and between the legs, pushing on the crotch strap. Kara knew this shoved the dildo mounted on the crotch strap deeper into the pony. She saw the ponygirl’s hips quiver and Diamond made a desperate sound vaguely horsy in nature.

Kara was still awed at the sight of the pony. Her beauty and conditioned musculature were something to behold. She was a real amazon. Diamond’s forehead bore a sheen of sweat, her eyes were bright and darting about. Briefly, they met Kara’s, inquisitive, but soon moved on. She was still breathing heavily. Saliva was still leaking from her bitted mouth, dripping from her chin on to her chest.

Putting her hand against the pony’s side, feeling the hot skin between the cooler, harder texture of the straps of her harness, Kara noticed that Diamond was also leaking from between her legs. Wetness was seeping onto her thighs from beneath the crotch strap.

Angelina noticed what Kara was looking at.

“Diamond is an extremely frisky filly. I’ve never come across a pony that gets quite so excited whenever she is put between the traces!”

Angelina started to unbuckle the crotch strap from the waist belt.

“Why don’t you relieve her excitement for her? She deserves a reward for such a good run and it would be a good way to get intimate with her!”

Stepping back, Angelina gestured at the ponygirl. Kara looked at Angelina, wide-eyed.

“Don’t be nervous, you’re the one in control. Be assertive!”

Kara pulled the crotch strap away from the belt. It was held in place by the dildo itself. She tugged, watching the phallus slipping out of Diamond’s pussy with a squelching noise.

When only the tip was still inside Diamond, Kara pressed her palm against the bottom of the dildo, pushing it fully back in quite forcefully. Diamond’s hips spasmed and she neighed.

Angelina laughed. “Nice!”

Kara spent a couple of minutes fucking the pony with the dildo, then she pulled it clean out and let the crotch strap hang. It was still held in place by the butt plug of the ponygirl’s tail but was low enough to be out of the way.

Passing her hand across the smooth, hairless mound, Kara rubbed Diamond’s labia. A gentle caress at first, then with increased pressure. She was reassured by the sounds of pleasure emanating from the ponygirl’s bitted mouth.

“Diamond, look into Kara’s eyes. Kara, look at Diamond’s. Hold the eye contact.”

As Kara’s fingers pushed inside Diamond’s hot and wet pussy, she met the intense gaze of the pony. Remembering exactly what Lily’s fingers had done to her last night, Kara chose to replicate the touches that had given her the most gratification. Diamond neighed again, eyes burning into Kara’s.

The pony was so excited it wasn’t going to take much to get her to cum. Kara slowed down a little, not wanting to rush the experience. Diamond’s eyes were so dark it was hard to make out the irises, but that didn’t disguise her desperation.

Kara was amazed at the pony’s self-discipline. She held her pose impeccably, standing straight, legs still – only reflex spasms caused her hips to move.

After teasing around the ponygirl’s clitoris for some time – it was more than strange to have her fingers in another woman’s pussy – Kara brushed the hood. Diamond neighed again. Had she been taught to make horsy sounds or was it something she spontaneously did herself? Her clit was so sensitive – not that Kara had a lot of experience to compare to.

It was thrilling to have so much power over this beautiful woman. Kara could easily see how dominating someone sexually could be attractive and addictive, and it was delightful to be able to give such bliss to someone under her control.

Her fingers repeatedly brushed over Diamond’s clit hood, just lightly, mercilessly teasing the pony. Diamond’s eyes pleaded, her pussy thrust forward, trying to make the contact more substantial. Kara didn’t have the heart to draw the game out. She pushed the hood back and pressed her finger hard on the nub, waggling it. The ponygirl didn’t last long. She neighed really loudly, her hips convulsed helplessly and Kara felt the shudders of her orgasm pass through her fingers.

There was a moment when Diamond wobbled and Kara thought her knees were going to give way, but she managed to hold her position and held her gaze on Kara, though her eyes were watery. There was something profound in their shared experience, both realizing the power and rapture of being brought to orgasm under submission.





Winter at Cacklebrook Farm
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It has been six months since Kara Lee discovered Cacklebrook Farm and she is now a full-time resident. Under the strict guidance of dominant Angelina Aella, she has been physically and psychologically changed beyond recognition, from an introverted nerd into a visually striking woman of unadulterated sexuality. She finds herself spending increasing amounts of time as her alter-ego - Ruby the ponygirl - and meets the extraordinary metal-clad ponygirl Excalibur.

Angelina continues to push Kara beyond her comfort zone into deeper submission. As Kara is shared with Angelina’s mother and sister, she wonders where the limits to their cruelty and dominance end, forcing her to confront the question of just how far she is prepared to go to sate her sexual cravings and her emotional need to submit.

A 50,000 word novella continuing Kara’s dark, sometimes distressing, sometimes joyous journey into submission.

Main theme is lesbian domination (F/f, also some M/f.) BDSM, Ponygirls, bondage, latex and leather fetishism, use of whips and canes, body modifications.

Excerpt

The room was now only lit by one small bedside lamp and most of it was in shadow. The big iron bedstead took on an even more malevolent presence in the half-light, the bars resembling a prison cell. Kara was so turned-on and yet so scared as she watched Elektra approaching.

Her eyes were mesmerizing, just like Angelina’s. Kara knew she would let the woman do whatever she wanted to or with her just to see approval in their depths.

Elektra stroked Kara’s rubber-covered scalp. Kara inhaled her gorgeous scent, soap and perfume.

“You look so sexy! All tits and no waist! I knew we could get you smaller!”

Hands circled around Kara’s corseted waist.

“A bit more work and we could get you even smaller still!”

Elektra bent over and kissed Kara – It was a very forceful kiss, bruising Kara’s lips, tongue exploring and dominating Kara’s mouth. Kara squirmed in delight, tugging on her bindings to reaffirm her helplessness.

As she pulled away from the kiss, Elektra held Kara’s bottom lip trapped between her own, stretching it out until it slipped free and snapped back.

“It’s so nice to have a new girl to play with! I really want to hurt you, Kara! You don’t mind do you?”

“I am at your disposal, My Lady.”

“Wonderful! Angie said you try so hard to please! It’s going to be cool making you cry!”
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